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Life With/Out You 
by SouthernCookie73 


Summary 


"This is bad, man" spoke Kirishima softly. His mouth was a flat line with concern. 
"I know" I grumbled back. 

"We need to get him out of here," he made a sound of annoyance. 

"Yeah. If only we weren't lost" I rolled my eyes as I sneered. 


"If we hadn't been lost in the first place, we never would have found him. That would have 
been worse" he pointed out 


Lost in a labyrinth of tunnels, the Baku squad stumbles across an injured Deku, who's going 
downhill fast and they need to get him out, but nothing ever works out as planned for them 
and when shit hits the fan, it changes their lives forever, especially for Bakugo and Deku, 
who's lives will never be the same again. 


Notes 


I've said it with some of my other works before, but I like to listen to music while I type and 
certain scenes glue themselves to certain songs and every time I listen to those songs I re-visit 
those scenes and events in my mind, so if there is a scene in a chapter that I feel connects to 
one of those songs, I will list it for you :) Hope you enjoy. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Chapter 1 


The walls around us shuddered with the aftershocks of an impact of some sort, whatever it 
was it was a distance from us, but we halted for a second at the ready in case part of the 
ceiling came in, but nothing more than a shower of dust rained down. Once the distant 
rumbling faded, we pushed forward. None of us had the capability to make any solid lighting 
so it was up to me to continuously release small pops of explosions from my palm to give us 
something at least to see our way with. The lighting I offered flickered between dull and 
bright. We may as well have been using party sparklers for the good it did. 


"C'mon Kachaan, can't you make anything brighter" whined Dunce Face from a step or two 
behind me. 


"You want me to blow us up, Dunce Face" I growled back, but despite it, I put some more 
effort into it. The idiots didn't realize how much damn concentration it took to maintain such 
small explosions for so long while focusing on keeping any sound and smoke to a minimum. 
I couldn't remove either entirely which was annoying considering we were trying to be 
stealthy, but we hadn't expected to end up so low down where it was pitch black. We could 
have been using our phones as torches, but if we couldn't find our way out, we didn't want to 
waste the batteries, and if we got separated during an attack.... So my small ass explosions 
would have to do 


"That's the way man" cheered Shitty Hair from the rear. I could sneer at the delight in his 
voice alone. Things weren't going as planned and how he managed too always be so positive 
was beyond me. 


"How the hell did I end up with you two idiots?" I asked aloud, more to myself. The red head 
jumped in with a 'we're friends' line while blondie moaned about how he thought I liked him. 
Whether I did or not wasn't his damn business. Tolerated would be my word of choice. 


Our class had been called out to help search for a group of villains that had been hiding out 
underground. We had split into multiple small teams to search the area and despite intending 
to do it alone, these two had charged after me. I rolled my eyes to myself. Dunce Face had 
brought a map of the underground tunnels and had gotten us lost. Useless. 

Somehow our travels had led us deeper underground and now we were stuck trudging along a 
stone tunnel that covered a narrow underground river. We were heading downstream, though 
we had reached the river in the dark so had no clue which way was closest to an exit. That 
rumbling before was most likely from another team fighting the villains. I wanted to be the 
one who found them and yet I was here trudging through a cold dark tunnel listening to 
Dunce Face rambling about nothing. If the place weren't so old, I would just blast my way 
through the walls towards the noise and beat the shit out of the villains myself, but the walls 
were rough with large stone bricks, not smooth concrete, which showed the age of the place. 
This underground water way and tunnels had been here long before the more modern 
buildings above and I couldn't trust that part of it wouldn't collapse if I did use my quirk. 


"Are we there yet?" whined Spark Plug, breaking the silence, after who knows how long of 
walking, my guess was thirty minutes give or take some. I hadn't noticed he had fallen quiet 
till he spoke again. I missed it already. 


"And where exactly would that be?" I growled as I swung around to face him, his face 
lighting up with fear at my annoyance. He flinched away and Pointy Hair stepped forward to 
put his hands on his shoulders. 


"Calm down Bakugo, as long as we follow the water we'll get out of here, no problem" he 
said with a toothy smile. 


"Getting out of here isn't why I'm pissed" I snarled back, "we came here to beat some villain 
trash and we haven't found a single one" worse yet, if the others had to come searching for 
us, well... 


"The others will handle them no problem, plus we may still come across some" he beamed 
back at me and I felt my anger fade a little. I swung back to face the darkness before us with 
a growl and marched on. My light was only enough to light about a meter or two in front of 
me which felt useless, but it was better than nothing. 


There was a noise ahead of us and I stopped, raising a hand to tell the others behind me to be 
silent. They stopped and listened with me and I heard it again over the light crackle and pops 
of my tiny controlled explosions. The shuffle of feet against stone. Ahead of us, on our right 
was a darker opening connecting to a different tunnel. We had passed several already, but this 
was the first time we had heard any activity coming from one. I was the light source, which 
only left me with one free hand, raised to face the opening. The ledges by the water were just 
wide enough for Shitty Hair to step up beside me and he hardened his arms and took up a 
defensive stance. Whatever Dunce Face was doing behind us didn't matter. He couldn't use 
his quirk from behind us anyway. 


The shuffling came closer to the opening slowly, from the sound and the pace, who ever it 
was I imagined was slow and injured. 


We both bent our knees more, ready to spring if needed, but when the dark figure finally 
stepped out of the tunnel and into the dim flickering light, we hesitated. Deku came around 
the corner and into the light. He was leaning heavily against the stone wall, his left arm 
bloodied. He lifted his head slowly to look at us, battered and tired and surprised to see us, as 
far as his weak expression could show anyway. At the sight of us he seemed to relax, and his 
body fell forward, smearing a thin line of blood along the wall as he dropped. Shitty Hair was 
the first to move and jumped forward, dropping to his knees and sliding in to catch Deku 
before he hit the ground. Blondie stepped forward to fill the gap Shitty Hair left and looked 
on with shock at our classmate. 


"Midoriya? Can you hear me? Hey?" called out the red head as he held onto him. 


"Where are the others?" asked Dunce Face to no one in particular, "he was teamed up with 
Todoroki, Uraraka and Aoyama wasn't he?" 


I stepped past them to the tunnel Deku had emerged from and shone the dismal light down 
the entrance, but there was not sight or sound of anyone else. 


"Oi Bakugo, bring that light over here" called Spikey Hair and I came back to him. He had 
moved Deku to the ground and rolled him on his back to check him over. The nerd's costume 
didn't show much skin so any injuries weren't obvious, but I could see some bruising coming 
up on his cheek and a thin line of blood coming from a small cut on his forehead above his 
right eye. The only obvious injury we could see was on his left shoulder where blood had 
soaked through the green material. I stood by as Shitty Hair unzipped Deku's costume enough 
to pull the fabric away from the wound. The wounds were small but deep. A bite from a 
human jaw on the top of his shoulder and small dagger like marks focused on the back of his 
upper arm, my guess was from claw marks from the same one who bit him. It seemed most of 
the bleeding had slowed and the bite wound looked raised and angry. 


"Looks like a lot of blood for such small wounds" voiced the Kirishima out loud and I 
grunted in agreement. 


"Maybe the attacker had anticoagulant saliva or something" added in Blondie who was 
looking on from beside me. We both looked at him with confusion and he looked taken 
aback. 


"You know, some animal bites do that" he added like we didn't understand. I at least knew 
what he was going on about. I just hadn't expected those words from him. 


"I get it" spoke up the red head, turning his attention back to Deku, who wasn't responding. 
He hadn't opened his eyes or reacted since he dropped. 


"My bigger concern is why he's in such bad shape from it," he thought aloud, "it's not enough 
blood loss to cause fainting, and it's stopped now anyway. He was clearly struggling already 
when he came across us and he has a fever" 


"He was fine this morning" spoke up Spark Plug like that wasn't obvious to the rest of us. We 
saw each other everyday and Deku had been fine. 


"Venom maybe?" I said aloud which was a troubling thought. Kirishima nodded up to me 
having thought of the same thing. 


"What? Then we need to get him to a hospital!" shrieked Blondie 


"This doesn't change anything," I spoke more strongly as Spikey Hair zipped Deku's suit 
back up and picked him up on his back to carry, "we were already following the river to get 
out of here, we'll just do it faster" Kirishima nodded in agreement. 


"Right. Let's go" he added. 


"Wait, shouldn't we go back the way he came from? The others might be that way and if he 
came in that way then there must be a way out there too" called out Dunce Face as he 
hesitated by the opening in the wall. Shitty Hair and I were already continuing down the 
river. 


"Don't be an idiot," I called without looking back at him or slowing the pace, "you heard 
those sounds before. Chances are there was a cave in and he couldn't go back the way he 
came from. Why else would he have ended up here" that was enough to make the blonde shut 
up and he hurried to catch up with us. With him in tow, we picked up the pace, heading 
downstream at a jogging pace with Deku limp on Kirishima's back. 


"You alright man?" asked Shitty hair quietly beside me as we went. We had been running in 
silence for at least another twenty minutes or so, focused on reaching an exit. Even Dunce 
Face had remained quiet behind us. I shot a glance to my left at him. 


"I know you and Midoriya were close growing up. You must be worried about him" 


"Why would I ever worry about him," I shot back, "and don't get the wrong idea. We were 
never close" 


"Sure but -" he trailed off, choosing not to talk about it more. He annoyingly knew me well 
enough that I didn't need to voice my concerns out loud for him to know I had them. That 
ticked me off. After a while longer of running through the dark Shitty Hair dropped back and 
I slowed the pace to see what the hold up was. He stopped and bent over slightly, panting. If 
he had been getting tired, he had done a good job not showing it. 


"Oh, thank god" gasped Spark Plug as he pulled to a stop by Shitty Hair and dropped to the 
ground to sit and catch his breath. 


"I'll take him if you're getting tired" I offered with a grumble as I walked back to them. 


"If you do that, who's going to be our torch?" spoke up Dunce Face from the ground and I 
snarled his way which shut him up pretty damn quick. 


"It's not that" spoke Shitty Hair between breathes, "it's getting too hot" Blondie jumped to his 
feet and took a step back. 


"It's contagious?" he asked with an edge of panic. 


"No, it's not that" panted Shitty Hair as he gently shrugged Deku off his back and positioned 
him on the ground gently. Now that I was looking more closely, I would see the sweat on 
Deku's face. Spark Plug came closer again and bent to touch Deku's forehead. He pulled 
away with concern. 


"He's burning up really bad" he commented. 


"I didn't realize it at first, but his whole body's getting hot. My back is drenched" added 
Kirishima, standing back up straight after catching his breath back finally, "We need to cool 
him down before we go on" he added and crouched down to unzip Deku's costume again, this 
time going all the way down to his belt. 


"Oi, take his shoes and socks off," I ordered to the blonde and he came forward to help, "take 
his gloves off too" I had been about to move forward to do it myself, but they needed my 
flickering sparks of light to work. A moment later Deku was left with his feet and hands bare, 


his green sleeves pushed up as high as they could go and his costume pulled down to his hips 
where the red belt sat. My lips tightened into a thin line when I saw it. So many small parts of 
his costume meant so much to him. 


"Check the pockets" I told Dunce Face and he searched each of the red pouches attached to 
the belt. He pulled from them some basic first aid supplies including, bandages, gauze, tubes 
of saline eye wash and band aids of various sizes. 


"Oh, hand me that" called Spikey Hair and Spark Plug handed him some of the first aid items 
as he called for them. He squirted the saline wash over the wounds to clean them better, 
covered them with gauze and with some help from Blondie, lifted Deku enough to bandage 
his shoulder and upper arm to keep the gauze in place. With a spare bandage he dipped it in 
the river water and pressed it to Deku's head. He made a soft groan of protest or relief, but 
otherwise didn't react. 


"Are you sure it's not too cold, he's shivering" asked Dunce Face 


"He has a fever. Shivering is normal" I pointed out with annoyance and Spark Plug shut up, 
but his face showed his growing concern. 


"We should keep going. We need to get out of here. Are you right to carry him?" I asked 
Kirishima and he smirked at me. 


"For sure" he gave me a thumbs up. 


"Here" offered Spark Plug, handing him his black jacket, "no doubt it will get too hot for you 
skin to skin" 


"Thanks man" beamed Shitty Hair. He pulled off the bulky shoulder pieces and his long 
sleeves, leaving them to the side with Deku's shed gear and draped the jacket across his back, 
the sleeves too tight for his to try fit his arms through. Ready, he picked up Deku again who 
was limp against his back. The red head turned to make a move then paused when blondie 
dropped down to scoop up the shed gear. 


"Leave it" I barked at him. He annoyingly had a point before, so if Shitty Hair did get tired 
holding Deku, Spark Plug would have to take over. 


"You just gonna leave it all here?" asked Dunce Face looking at the pile of dumped clothing . 


"It's better than carrying it. Shit'll just slow us down" it was enough for the blonde to step 
away from it. I stared at the pile for a moment, unable to leave it behind before I reached into 
it. From it I pulled out Deku's red shoes. 


"Hang on" I called and let the light from my sparking palm go out. The living lighting rod 
called out in protest as we were covered in darkness again, so I moved quickly, feeling in the 
dark. I pulled the bulky black parts off Deku's shoes till they were plain again and tied the 
laces together, drapping them over my shoulder, ignoring the smell and pushed the rest of the 
gear into the water before lighting up the place again. Without a word I joined them where 


they had waited for me in the dark and we headed off again. Shitty Hair smirked at me 
knowingly which I sneered at. 


"Whatcha do that for?" asked the blonde with a whine. 


"If we leave that crap there and a villain comes, they'll know we've been here. We can't afford 
a fight right now" I pointed out with a grumble. With Deku in the state he was, we couldn't 
afford to get stuck dealing with villains. 


"Yeah, coz they wouldn't see the light" smirked Shitty Hair and I shot him a glare. 
"I'm talking about later on" I barked back. 


"They mean something?" he asked, jerking his chins to the shoes. I ignored him. I knew these 
crappy shoes meant something to Deku and he would have hated to leave them behind. 


"Hurry up" I called to the blonde who groaned in complaint as we started off at a jogging 
pace again. We needed to get out of here. 


We had been going for about an hour more when Deku woke up. He was coughing and we 
stopped for a bit to check on him. He was pale and breathing heavily. We tried talking to him, 
but he seemed too out of it to understand. He glanced up at us with heavy eyelids and glazed 
eyes, but it was hard to tell if he even recognized us. I had heard some fevers could get bad 
enough to cause confusion, so I figured that was all it was. We wetted another bandage for his 
face and moved him close enough to dip his bare feet into the water to help cool his fever. 
Shitty Hair came to stand beside me, watching on with a glare as Deku leaned against 
Blondie weakly by the water. 


"This is bad, man" spoke Kirishima softly. His mouth was a flat line with concern. 
"I know" I grumbled back. 

"We need to get him out of here" 

I made a sound of annoyance. 

"Yeah. No shit Sherlock. Only if we weren't lost" I hissed and rolled my eyes. 


"If we hadn't been lost in the first place, we never would have found him. That would have 
been worse" the red head pointed out, "We could just start tearing our way through the walls 
and see where it gets us" he suggested. I had thought of that myself, but there were too many 
risks involved. 


"We can't," I growled, more to myself than him, "the noise could attract any villains if there's 
any still around or cause a cave in. We wouldn't even know if we were going to the right 
way" 


"Not worth the risk huh" finished the red head with a sigh and we fell silent for a moment, 
watching the other two by the water in the dim flickering light. My palm was beginning to 
tingle from the strain that came with such prolonged controlled use. 


"What if you take him?" spoke up Dunce Face, he turned his head to look over Deku to us, 
"we could rip up some of his suit and tie him to your back. With your hands free you could 
fly out of here faster than we can carry him" he offered with a serious expression. 


"If I leave you both behind, you idiots will be in the dark and I won't be able to see where I'm 
even going" I thought aloud, but there was little hiss to it. 


"That's not a problem," spoke up Shitty Hair, jumping on board, "the river hasn't curved for a 
while and even if it did it wouldn't be a sharp turn, you're fast enough to avoid a wall and 
your explosions will give enough light for that. As for us, we can keep heading the same way. 
If we just keep following the river, we won't get lost," he shot me a reassuring toothy grin, 
"Getting Midoriya the help he needs is more important. He's not doing so good" our gazes 
drifted back to him. 


"Fine" I growled after a moment's thought. I didn't like leaving them behind in the dark, but 
they were right, getting Deku out came first. 


And they got to work. 


They tore apart the top half of Deku's costume that he wasn't using and Dunce Face's jacket 
and tied them together so Deku could be tied to my back. I crouched down and provided 
them with light while they worked, turning my back to them so they could fix Deku in place. 
Kirishima had been right, even after having his feet soaking in the cold water this whole time, 
Deku was burning up through his whole body and when he was pressed against me, I could 
feel the intense heat radiating from him. It only made me want to hurry more, a spark of 
anxiety flickering inside my chest. They positioned him on my back and bound his wrists and 
his knees together in front of me and then around my middle. It wasn't comfortable and had 
to be tight to stop his weight from shifting, but this way my hands would be free. Shitty Hair 
took the red shoes from me, promising that he would hold onto them for me, and gave me the 
red belt with it's remaining first aid supplies and I swapped it out with my own. I looked over 
my shoulder to see Deku's face by my shoulder. He was sweating, shivering and panting, his 
closed eyes tightening like someone having a bad dream. I glanced back to the others. Spark 
Plug gave me a thumbs up and Spikey Hair nodded to me as a send-off. 


"Don't you idiots die" I told them and Shitty Hair laughed. 


"Yeah, you too" I smirked at him and pulled my phone out of my pocket to check the time. 
There was no reception down here at all but glancing at it told that we had been down here 
for over two hours already since the mission started. I moved my arms to face behind me and 
took off with a blast, leaving them behind. It wasn't easy navigating the tunnel, trying to 
balance enough force to stay above the water without going high enough to hit the ceiling, 
meanwhile all in the dark. The constant controlled explosions were enough to light the way 
several feet in front of me at a time, but at this speed it wasn't great. I tried to stay close 
enough to the water where the reflection offered the best light, and the tunnel was widest. I 
knew traveling like this would tire me faster than when out in the open where I didn't have to 
focus so much, but I had to endure it for Deku's sake. His extra weight on my back didn't help 
and the makeshift rope dug into my chest as I breathed. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


Song: Hold On - Chord Overstreet 


I managed just over an hour before I had to stop to rest. There was no light at the end of the 
tunnel ahead of me and I gritted my teeth. I had made good distance as far as I could tell but 
felt no nearer to getting out. I crouched down on all fours to rest, not wanting to untie Deku 
from my back as it would be too much of a hassle to tie him back on my own and I doubted if 
I even could, and I couldn't lay down without being on him one way or another. I was grateful 
for my knee guards right at that moment. 


Deku was still hot, and I could feel my back was wet with sweat, both of ours. His breathing 
hadn't improved, and he was shivering enough now that I could feel it across me. I got back 
to my feet with some effort and set off to walk a while. It was a pace that I could recover at 
and still make some distance with. I used an arm to hold his weight so the strain around my 
chest would be less till I was ready to blast off again. I walked on in silence, the only sound 
was Deku's light panting and the occasional groan from him. His face screwed up when he 
made the noise as though he was in pain, but for now he would have to bear with it. 


Using my free hand to let off enough sparks to light the way I only made it a few minutes 
before I heard a noise up ahead, closing my palm to hide us in the darkness. Footsteps came 
closer from up ahead, friend or foe, they would have already seen my light and know I was 
there. I remained silent and waited, something not entirely possible with Deku's heavy 
breathing by my ear. I had already decided that I didn't have time to get caught up in a fight if 
it was a villain, plus my movement would be hindered with Deku on my back and to take him 
off would take time and leave him exposed. He was safer on my back, but the same couldn't 
be said for me. Deku groaned again by my ear, a low whimpering sound of pain and the 
person ahead spoke up. 


"Ho, ho, what is that I hear?" hissed a male voice through the dark and I heard the striking of 
a match and a second later I saw a thin face light up several meters away. He took the faint 
sight of us in before speaking again. 


"Oh, that one doesn't look too good" for a second I would have thought he was actually 
concerned and then a sly smirk stretched across his face and a thin black pencil like tongue 
flicked out before disappearing again, "was he bitten by dear Doku? If that's the case, I 
wouldn't waste your time. He won't make it through the night" I felt a swell of rage build up 
in me at his words, fuelled by my concern. There was no way I was going to let Deku die, 
especially down in a shitty place like this. 


"You one of those kids they sent down to flush us out? Ha, what a joke. Or maybe I should 
say what a waste" he continued to talk as he stepped closer slowly, "sending kids down here 
only to have some of them killed no doubt" his grin never left his face and I wanted nothing 
more than to stroke it off his face. 


I braced myself and he stopped, now less than two meters from me. I had to move quick, so I 
waited till he opened his mouth to speak again and brought both of my hands forward and let 
loose a bright flash to blind him. He stepped back and shielded his face, dropping his match 
and I took the chance to change position to face my arms behind me so I could blast myself 
past him and hopefully out of his reach. 


My bright blast would have blinded him for a few moments at least, but he was used to the 
dark apparently and I felt something thin and spear like pierce my right thigh. The spear was 
barbed and dug in and I was pulled back. The pain was excruciating, and I clenched my jaw 
closed to stop myself from making a sound. I wouldn't let him have that satisfaction. The 
force of the pull was bringing me back first towards the stone ledge by the water and I let off 
a blast to turn my body as to not land on Deku. It worked and I landed awkwardly on all 
fours. I felt the barbed spear pull free from my leg and return in the direction it had come 
from. Within seconds my pant leg was wet with hot blood, but I pushed myself to my feet. I 
heard steps coming closer as the cocky bastard approached me. 


I was torn with what to do. 


I needed to get away, to get Deku out of this damn place as quickly as possible. Which meant 
I didn't have time to stop and fight. Trying to bypass the villain wasn't an option though. I 
didn't know the range of his spear tongue and the chances of out manoeuvring him in such a 
tight space wasn't in my favour. But to fight meant wasting time. My leg was now injured and 
with Deku's weight on my back I would be even slower. But if I were to remove Deku to get 
the fight over with sooner, I wouldn't be able to secure him back to me properly which would 
mean I could be too hindered to continue traveling using my blasts. But thanks to this 
bastard, walking wouldn't be an option either. It would be even slower than if I had left Deku 
with the other two. 


All these thoughts flashed by in my mind over a second. 


The man picked up his pace and in the darkness I could here him coming towards us. I 
remained still and waited to hear him close in. When he was close enough, I stepped to the 
side, closest to the wall and I felt a rush of air past my face, he had tried to land a hit on me. 
He noticed I was gone and swung to the side. I guessed that much was coming and ducked 
low, extra low because of Deku, my leg throbbing and I swallowed back a growl of pain. The 
man grunted in annoyance. With all my speed I stood up straight again, my leg protesting, 
bringing my fist up to land a hit on where I hoped his chin would be, I got him, if only just, 
clipping his jaw and he pulled away. I closed my eyes and brought my other hand upwards to 
release a bright flash at his face again before he could retaliate. A gasp of annoyance escaped 
him. Before I even opened my eyes again, I was struck in the side with enough force to press 
me against the wall, Deku taking the worst of the impact with a pained groan. The man had 
round housed me in the side. I hadn't expected him to react so fast. I went to push off the wall 


when I was struck again by the thin spear, this time it hit my left shoulder, right under my 
collar bone. It didn't go through, there wasn't enough force, but fuck did it sting. 


I felt Deku shift slightly, still pinned between me and the wall. I planned my next move, to 
kick out and hopefully push him into the water, though I didn't know how far in front of me 
he stood, but a light flicker of green in the corner of my eye made me hesitate. Light green 
sparks flickered and outlined Deku's hand as he weekly raised it in the direction we were 
facing. Once it was close enough to level, he flicked out his middle finger that he had been 
holding and in a snap the air rushed around us and | heard the man cry out. We were in a 
cramped space and the force was enough to press my body back against the wall, crushing 
Deku further, he groaned from the pressure and his hand dropped, the sparks gone. When 
Deku fired the blast, I felt the spear tear from my shoulder and the man was flung back, 
across the water, and from the sounds of it, hit the far wall and fell to the ledge. I stood still 
for a moment listening, but I didn't hear him get back up. The new silence was unsettling, but 
I turned my attention to Deku. He was panting heavily on me and I lit up his face with small 
sparks. His eyes were partially open, and he blinked slowly against the light. 


"You're actually not useless for once" I said just to test his level of awareness. I saw the 
corner of his lips turn up in a humorous smirk and he huffed through his nose, but then 
relaxed back into his weakened, feverish state, starting to shiver again. I wasn't leaning 
against him anymore, but I stepped away from the wall to free him from it. My injured leg 
was shaking, blood beginning to pool around my foot to make me almost slip. I reached into 
the red pouches of Deku's belt around my hips and extracted some gauze and bandages and 
did the best I could to cover it up tightly. I didn't bother about the one on my shoulder, I hurt, 
but wasn't as bad and with Deku on the back of me I couldn't bandage it properly anyway. 
The man on the other side of the water made no sound of movement and the thought crossed 
my mind that he was either knocked out good, or worse. I reminded myself not to care. 
Stupid Deku was my priority right now. 


With my wounds and quickly growing exhausted state, I was really beginning to feel Deku's 
weight on me and my body dreaded having to get back in the air to keep going. But I dreaded 
the idea of walking more. After some big breaths and gritting my teeth the whole time I 
moved my arms into position behind me, my shoulder protesting, and I took off with a big 
blast so save me from jumping. It took me a while to get the strength of my output right, 
narrowly missing the ceiling of the tunnel. 


The next time I landed, it was awkward and painful and after checking my phone I was 
disappointed to see I'd only made it half an hour, but as much as I hated to admit it, even to 
myself, I was struggling. Deku had managed to remain at least semi-conscious during the 
short trip and he was groaning with pain more frequently yet wasn't in enough of a state to 
answer me when I asked him about it. I was reaching a point where the urge to untie him 
from me so I could check him over was getting too strong to resist, the fact that I needed to 
keep my arms free was the only thing preventing me from doing it right that second. I stood 
with my good arm braced against the cold stone wall to catch my breath, my weak ass legs 
trembling under me. | hit the wall with the side of my fist with enough force that it throbbed, 
but I deserved it. I was being pathetic when someone's life was on the line. 


My sudden movement must have sparked something in Deku, because he started coughing. It 
sounded wet and chocked and painful and the noise that followed was almost a whimper and 
I cursed myself for stopping to take a break in the first place. I pushed away from the wall 
and took a stumbled step towards the water. Even if it killed me, I was going to get Deku out 
of here. I positioned myself to blast off again when I hesitated. Deku moved, but the 
movement didn't feel natural, and my heart froze for a second while I tried to make sense of 
what I could feel in the dark. He twitched again, his whole body tensing and then it relaxed 
again. I felt panic rise in me and prayed to the darkness that it was my imagination, that that 
was all there was, but then his body twitched again and again, slowly picking up frequency 
and I knew in that second that I had to get him off of me. I was out of options. 


I tugged at the knotted clothes around my chest and felt his weight fall free of me. I held him 
as best I could in the position and lowered him to the cold floor ungracefully, but he was hard 
to hold. The feeling of his body convulsing and the sound against the ground made me sick 
with fear. His fever had reached such a height that he was having a seizure. I tried calling to 
him, my hands on him to try to hold him down with just enough force to keep him in place. I 
rolled him to his side and I threw my body gently over him, my arms loosely bracing his head 
and I just held onto him for what felt like an eternity until the convulsions slowed and 
weakened and his body seemed to relax. I loosened my grip on him and knelt beside his body. 
I let off some sparks in my palm again to light up the area and see him. His eyes were closed, 
tears in the corner of his eyes from the seizure, he was panting and sweating heavily and he 
had thrown up during the episode. The most disturbing part was that there was blood present 
there too. 


I gazed around helplessly in the dark, my attention falling to the water. I shuffled closer to it, 
gritting against the pain and dipped a hand into it to taste. I already knew that the water was 
natural and not sewer water, and I tasted it to check for its freshness before spitting it out. The 
water seemed clean enough and good. I pulled my phone from my pocket and took the belt 
off to keep the items inside dry and slowly pulled Deku to the waters edge along with me and 
then slid us both in. The water was shallow enough that I could touch the bottom, bringing 
the water to my chest. I held Deku close to me, letting the water both cool him down, and 
wash him clean. I kept telling myself that I didn't have the time to spare to sit still so I walked 
along the bottom, letting the slow current do most of the work to push us downstream, 
keeping my handful of items against the ledge to keep them dry. It was a good plan of travel, 
reducing effort and pain but after twenty minutes it was starting to get dangerously cold and 
with a lot of effort I regretfully hoisted both of us back on the ledge, baring my teeth with a 
growl against my body's complaints. My next problem was how I was going to move Deku 
now. A thought that really pissed me off. 


"Kac-chan?" called Deku weakly from where he lay dripping on the stone floor. His voice 
was hoarse and it took him some effort to get the word out. I was already sitting by him and 
shuffled closer. In the darkness, I touched him lightly on the arm to let him know I was there, 
water pooling around us. 


"What? I'm here" I said back harsher than I meant to, lighting us up again with my one dry 
hand and I could see his green eyes were half open and he was looking at me for the first 
time. He opened his mouth to speak again, but it took an effort for words to come. 


"Can you — ask your mum — if I — can stay over" he said between laboured breathes, he was 
looking my way, but his eyes were unfocused and a spot of blood came from his nose, "I — 
don't feel — so good. I — don't want to go - home. Can I — sleepover?" he asked, and it took me 
a moment to register his request. The bath in the cold water must have woken him up, but he 
was still delirious from the fever and it seemed at the moment that his mind had turned back 
to when we had been in early elementary school. Back in those days, since kindergarten, we 
had play dates often and even the occasional sleep over. Things had been so much simpler 
back then before quirks. 


"Yeah, sure" I replied and Deku smiled weakly and closed his eyes with exhaustion. The bead 
of blood by his nose formed into a thin line and ran down his face. I glared down at him with 
concern. We hadn't reached an exit yet and he was getting worse, but I could no longer tie 
him to me and travel with my quirk. With my injured shoulder and leg, carrying him and 
walking would be slow and painful. The water was a good idea, but the temperature could do 
more harm than good if we spent too long in it. My frustration at the situation was reaching 
boiling point. Deku coughing brought me back to the here and now. He coughed and groaned, 
his face screwing up tightly as he did. I took a deep breath, bracing myself mentally for the 
pain I was about to endure. 


With some trouble I got Deku on my back, my arms under his legs to hold him in place and 
his arms draped over my shoulders. He groaned in protest at moving him, but I grumbled at 
him to suck it up. My progress was infuriatingly slow. I had taken the chance to change both 
my bandage and Deku's to dry fresh ones before we continued through the dark, but already I 
could feel blood trickling down my leg, the bandage unable to soak in anymore. I gritted my 
teeth and pushed on. Deku was growing more restless, groaning from pain my movements 
caused him and coughing more frequently, his breathing becoming more shallow and rapid 
between coughing fits. I did my best to ignore him, but then he had another coughing fit and 
this one sounded more wet then the rest. I brought up some light and turned my face to the 
side to check on him, bearing all his weight on my one good arm with a snarl. Blood dripped 
from his chin and he groaned again when the coughing subsided. His breathe was beginning 
to rasp. He began to cough again, and I lowered him to the ground as gently and quickly I 
could. 


He writhed on the ground slowly, weakly, but clearly in pain. Blood slowly ran from his nose 
and came up from his throat when he coughed. I called to him and he opened an eye weakly 
to look to me. The white of his eyes were turning pink from blood and I had to swallow back 
my growing panic. Deku shut his eyes tightly again as his body tensed with a wave of pain. I 
was scared he would have a seizure again, but that didn't happen. He coughed more, this time 
chocking on the blood that came up. I quickly rolled him over so he could get the blood out, 
splattering on the ground in front of him. Dark chunks the size of finger nails were scattered 
in the blood and I tried not to think about what they could be. He was shaking and gasping 
for air, his body curling in on itself in pain. 


I pushed myself to my feet beside him. Bared my teeth and picked up his arms. I was weak 
and tired and in pain and sick with worry, but I dragged him downstream, desperation 
keeping me going. He groaned and carried on from the pain of me moving him, but I tried to 
block it out. I wasn't just going to sit there while he died in front of me. Then something 
amazing happened. I felt a light breeze. I paused and turned my head to look over my 


shoulder, further downstream in the direction we were heading I could feel the lightest breeze 
ahead despite the lack of light and it spurred me on, giving me the last burst of energy I 
needed to move my body. I scooped Deku up in my arms, he cried out, and I pushed myself 
as fast as my leg would take me towards the breeze. 


It was excruciating, but we finally made it to the end of the tunnel. 


I stepped out from under the stone roof and onto natural gravel that lined the water as it 
headed off into the trees. It was dark out, only the slightest light of dawn lighting the area up 
enough for me to see. Stars were still in the sky and there were no buildings or roads in sight. 
The underground river seemed to just head off into a forest. Although it had a manmade 
structure built around it form under the city, here only grass grew over the top with more 
trees surrounding it. Taking a moment to stop had been a mistake and all my pain and 
exhaustion hit me like a wave and I staggered forward. I moved myself to the nearest tree and 
set Deku down and slumped against the tree, catching my breath. My legs were shaking from 
the effort and my pant leg was soaked through with blood. I leaned my head back against the 
bark and closed my eyes as I rifled through my pockets for my phone. I had a single bar of 
reception and enough battery left to make a call. 


"Bakugo, where are you? Who else is with you?" came Mr. Aizawa's stern yet concerned 
voice. I told him the bad shape Deku was in and described where we were. Mr. Aizawa told 
me to stay put and that he was on his way before hanging up. I had nothing to do but rest and 
wait. I looked down beside my legs to where Deku lay. He was sweating and bleeding, his 
breathing was shallow and rasped. I leaned down and pulled him closer, ignoring his weak 
ass groan, letting his head rest on my good leg. There was nothing more I could do for him as 
his body twitched weakly with pain. 


"Oi Deku" I called loudly, "I spoke to the hag. She said you can stay over as long as you 
want" I felt silly playing along with his earlier feverish delusion, but if it made him feel a bit 
better, it was worth a try. He opened his blood shot eyes after a spasm of pain passed, took a 
moment to gaze up at his surrounding in the growing light and then turned his green eyes to 
me. He smiled weakly when he saw me with him. 


"I'm glad" he rasped, his voice barely a whisper, followed by a pained bloody cough, "can I — 
sleep with you?" he asked quietly. When we had been so little and Deku stayed over back 
then, he always did end up in my bed. My mum would set up a futon on the floor by my bed 
for him, but by the morning he was always in bed with me. It happened so often that my 
mum gave up even setting up the futon for him. Back then I hadn't minded at all. He would 
crawl into my bed and we would hide under the covers and talk about heroes and other silly 
things until we fell asleep. Thinking back on it, I missed those days with an ache deep in my 
chest. 


"Sure" I replied and placed a hand on the top of his head lightly. He closed his eyes and 
smiled weakly, stifling a groan of pain that tried to escape him, but he couldn't help but 
whimper. With Deku resting I tilted my head back to rest against the tree again, exhaustion 
taking over and I closed my eyes, though I didn't sleep. Deku groaned often enough to keep 
my attention. He was growing weaker, his body moving less and his groans quieter and it left 
me feeling so helpless. 


In the distance a familiar sound caught my attention, and I opened my eyes to look at the sky 
beyond the tunnel exit, there I could see a helicopter coming our way in the pale morning sky. 
I knew it was for us and I raised my good arm above my head, palm facing up and let off a 
blast big enough that even at that distance, the people in the helicopter would see and it 
worked, the helicopter turning our way a moment later. The blast had ignited some of the 
branches above and they smouldered, but I chose to ignore it. I didn't have the energy to 
move us, and it wasn't much of a danger yet. 


My attention fell back to Deku who shuddered from a new wave of pain. He went to cough, 
and it got caught in his throat. I rolled him off on my leg to clear his airway and moved 
painfully to crouch over him while he coughed up a mouthful of blood and chunks and his 
body trembled from the effort. The helicopter was close now, moving off to the side to find 
somewhere to land. From where I was I could make out Mr. Aizawa hanging out from the 
side, and he dropped out to the tree line, followed by several others when it reached low 
enough. It would take them a couple of minutes to get here while the helicopter peeled away. 
I turned my attention back to Deku to tell him Mr. Aizawa was on the way, but the words 
died in my throat. Deku was silent, he wasn't gasping for breath anymore. 


"Deku?" I called out quietly and rolled him back to face me, so he was on his back. His head 
lulled to the side, his eyes closed calmly as though he were asleep, his lips slightly parted, a 
fresh line of blood trailing from the corner. 


"Deku!" I called more frantically and grabbed his shoulder, ignoring the pain in my own, and 
shook him. No reaction. Nothing. I pushed back my panic and pain, jumping into action. 
Leaning over him, hands on his chest I started pumping, trying to bring him back. Help was 
so close. He only needed to wake up and hold on a little longer. 


"Wake up damnit!" I snarled down at him. Blood gurgled up his throat and dribbled out of his 
mouth with each chest compression. My eyes were wide as I worked desperately. I dropped 
down, mouth to mouth, to give him air before starting the compressions again. I could taste 
his blood in my mouth. 


"What happened to having that sleepover huh?!" I cursed at him. Mr. Aizawa reached us at 
that point and I could hear the rush of footsteps following him, I glanced up for second, never 
stopping, to see medics with him. One of them was carrying Recovery Girl on their back. 


"Bakugo" called Mr. Aizawa gently as he came up beside where I crouched over Deku. I 
ignored him and dropped lower, giving Deku more air, before picking up where I left off with 
the compressions. 


"That's enough" he said more firmly. I ignored him. The medics reached us. When I didn't 
move Mr. Aizawa touched my shoulder and I turned to face him, my face wet with blood and 
tears that I hadn't even realized I had been shedding. He gripped my shoulder more firmly 
and pulled me away. He was stronger than I would have given him credit for and it hurt my 
body to move, but he pulled me away with force and the medics took my place, Recovery 
Girl hovering beside them. 


Their bodies blocked my view of Deku and Mr. Aizawa stepped between us, forcing my 
attention on him. He was speaking to me, his face serious, but I couldn't hear him. My body 
felt numb as I saw the medics step away, their shoulders slumped in defeat and Recovery Girl 
shook her head sadly. I lost it then, falling to all fours. It hurt and I cried out, but the 
emotional pain overtook the physical and I was screaming down at the ground. I felt a hand 
on my back and felt the presence of people around me, but they meant nothing to me in that 
moment. 


After everything, after all the effort and pain, I lost stupid Deku. 


Chapter 3 


Chapter Notes 


Song: Train Wreck - James Arthur 


When I opened my eyes, I was surrounded by white. A blinding white, like sunlight 
reflecting off a sheet of paper, or anything else that solid white. I sat up. My leg was better, 
and my shoulder didn't hurt either. I was in casual clothes, not my hero gear, cargo pants and 
a black shirt and everything was eerily silent. There were no structures or objects around me, 
and the white seemed to go on forever. I let out a long sigh. I was exhausted mentally with 
the knowledge of my failure to save Deku. That after all that pain and effort it had been a 
waste. That I hadn't been fast and strong enough to get him out and save him. He had suffered 
and it had been my fault. 


Worse yet was the fact that even in my dreams - of that was what this was and not somehow 
dying myself because I certainly hadn't had a dream so bland before - I knew that and it 
stung. 


As though the thought of him was enough, I saw a flicker of movement to the side and I 
turned my head to look at it just in time to glimpse green before it disappeared behind a sheet 
of white. Even though there were no structures around me, it was as though I had glimpsed 
him through a doorway, only for a second. 


I shot to my feet as quickly as I could and ran to where I had last seen him. I reached the 
'doorway' he had vanished behind, reaching out a hand to find something solid before me. I 
swung around the white corner and into a hallway of my old middle school. No one was in 
sight, but I could here the murmur of students chatting behind the classroom walls. Feeling a 
little disorientated from the sudden change I slowed to a hasty walk. I reached an intersection 
in the hall and glanced down into the branching hallway and saw Deku, now in our black 
middle school uniform walking down the hallway away from me. I called out his name and 
ran after him, but he didn't hear me. He didn't turn back to face me till I reached out and 
grabbed his shoulder. At my touch, he spun around and looked up at me. In that time, I had 
only blinked, but now the Deku before me was small, kindergarten age, staring up at me with 
wide green eyes and clutching his little blue shorts and yellow shirt as he stood on a grassy 
knoll, the old school halls forgotten. 


"Kacchan?" he called up to me with a confused squeaky voice. My hand was still on his tiny 
shoulder, and I dropped it now. This dream was throwing me for a loop. I just felt teased. I 
felt my knees grow weak and I fell to them in front of Deku, almost at eye level with him 
now, but I couldn't face him. I looked down at the ground, tears falling from my cheeks as I 
was overwhelmed with emotion. It had been a long time since I had cried so hard. 


"Kacchan, why are you crying?" squeaked Deku. Was I scaring him? He was so small and 
fragile looking I just wanted to crush him in my arms. 


"Because" I chocked on a sob, "I let you down" I brought my forearm to my face to try to 
wipe the embarrassing tears away, but they just kept coming. 


"I was supposed to save you! But I couldn't even do that and now you're gone" I felt my body 
quiver from the crying. 


"It's not your fault" came Deku's voice, older and more familiar and I felt a hand touch the 
top of my head. I gazed up, not at the young child Deku anymore, but teenage Deku, the 
same Deku I had seen that morning before, smiling at our classmates in his green hero gear. 
He was gazing down at me with soft green eyes that seemed full of many too emotions. He 
smiled at me, not enough to show teeth, but enough to convey his warmth. 


"I was already dead. There was nothing you could do" his smile grew enough to reach his 
eyes, but there was still sadness there. As I slowly stood up to face him, his hand fell away. I 
stared back at him, not knowing what to say. I felt pulled in too many directions emotionally. 
Though I wasn't sobbing anymore, tears still beaded down my cheeks. Before I could think of 
anything to say I felt a hand touch my own and looked down. Deku hadn't touched me, 
something unseen was there, a hand on mine. Deku's gaze had followed my own to the 
invisible touch and our eyes met again when I looked back up. 


"Tell All Might for me," he began, his smile still warm, but his eyes began to sadden, "tell 
him that I'm sorry I didn't get to grow to be the hero he thought I would" the warmth flooded 
back into his eyes as he continued, "but I know you will be the best hero Kacchan" I could 
feel myself being pulled away gently, waking from the dream. The world around me was 
fading back to that blinding white, the windswept grass hill and distant trees and water fading 
away till it was just Deku and I. I looked at him, having so many things to say, but the words 
were lost to me. He tilted his head to the side slightly and beamed to me, big enough for his 
eyes to close as he too began to fade away. I reached out for him and called to him to stay, to 
not leave me, but he continued to fade into the whiteness. 


New sounds started to come to me, the soft beeping of machines, the touch of a hand on mine 
became stronger till I cracked open my eyes weakly to the hospital room around me. It took 
my eyes a moment to adjust, and I felt the hand on mine squeeze lightly. I gazed to the side of 
the bed to see All Might, in his retired everyday form sitting beside my bed. 


"Young Bakugo" he spoke when he saw I was awake. His face was strained with concern and 
I felt a new wave of emotional pain ripple through me at the thought of telling him that Deku 
was gone. Surely he already knew that, but that didn't stop it from hurting. Deku had been the 
successor he had chosen, and I had let him die. I felt dazed and out of it. I didn't recall how I 
got here, but I remembered I was injured, though it didn't hurt now thanks to the power of 
drugs. I think All Might had started speaking, but I already didn't remember what he had said. 
I opened my mouth to speak and he closed his to listen. 


"Deku," I started, and my throat was hoarse, "he said he's sorry" I croaked out and I saw All 
Might's face tighten, "he said he's sorry he didn't get to grow to be the hero you thought he 
would" my body felt heavy and sluggish and I felt a tear roll down my cheek as I recalled 


Deku's face in my dream. He had looked both happy and sad, with so many other emotions 
mixed in. I felt All Might's grip tighten on the back of my hand. It didn't hurt, but I could feel 
him tremble and he looked away to hide his face. Deku had meant a lot to him. Sometimes it 
felt more like a father and son relationship than a teacher and student, so I knew that he was 
hurting. After a long moment, he took a deep breath and looked back to me. To his credit, he 
wasn't crying. I wish my body was that strong. I knew crying was normal in this situation but 
crying always made me feel weak. Even now, I couldn't change that feeling despite how 
justified my tears were. 


"I am glad you're alive" he spoke evenly, "if I had lost you both-" he trailed off, not wanting 
to finish that sentence. He didn't ask me anything or say anymore and eventually with the 
silence and the drugs I dozed off without realising. When I woke next, still groggy, Mr. 
Aizawa was in the room, standing at the end of the bed and talking quietly with All Might 
who still sat beside it, his hands to himself this time. I didn't know how much time had 
passed, but my sleep had been dreamless. I shifted myself slightly and both of the teachers 
turned to me. All Might still looked worried while Mr. Aizawa looked gloomier than usual. 
His gaze gave me a new sense of guilt. I felt judged for my failure. I felt I needed to say 
something to him, but I couldn't think of what to say. He seemed to notice my struggle and 
spoke up himself. 


"I hope you're not beating yourself up over this" he glared at me, "you should know you 
aren't to blame for any of this" he finished with a sigh. Despite his words I felt the grief and 
guilt inside me like a raging storm and his words did nothing to ease it. As far as I was 
concerned, I was responsible, if not entirely, for Deku's death. 


"If I had been faster-" I began , my voice a little less hoarse than before, but Mr. Aizawa shut 
me up with a pointed glare. He wasn't going to take any of my shit back talk today. 


"I told you already it was not your fault" he raised his voice and All Might raised a finger in 
his direction to remind him to keep it down, he sighed again before continuing in a calmer 
voice. 


"The villain that got Deku had a venom quirk. She had attacked others in the past and they all 
died because of her bite. Midoriya was a dead man the moment he was bitten. Her venom-" 


"Shouta" hissed All Might in warning and the gloomy teacher shot his college a glare. 
"He should know" glared back Mr. Aizawa. 


"Know what?" I narrowed my eyes. The teachers stared at each other in silence for a long 
moment before All Might turned his gaze to the floor in silent submission and Mr. Aizawa 
turned his attention back my way. 


"The villain's venom quirk causes cell decay. Organs start to break down and the victim dies 
within six to twelve hours from blood loss and organ failure. Even if he had been brought to 
the hospital right after he had been bitten, he still would have died" All Might frowned 
uncomfortably down at the floor. 


"Shouta, he didn't need to know such details" spoke up All Might with an edge of anger to his 
voice, raising his gaze again. 


"It's better he knows all the gruesome details rather than go on blaming himself" retorted Mr. 
Aizawa with a pointed stare back at All Might. He had nothing to reply with. 


I looked down at the white sheets, my bed slightly raised on an angle, so I hadn't needed to sit 
up to see anyone clearly. Images flashed back to my mind. The fever, the coughing, panting, 
the bleeding nose, the blood shot eyes, the blood and dark chunks in the blood he spat up, 
how he struggled to breath. How blood had come up his throat with each chest compression. 


The sheets balled up in my fists. As much as I hated to admit it, Mr. Aizawa's words eased 
the storm inside me more than I had expected it too, but a new rage replaced it. 


"The bitch?" I hissed, referring to the villain with the venomous bite. 


"Dead" replied Mr. Aizawa flatly, his hands moving to his pockets and his gaze fell back to 
me, "Midoriya took her out," now this was news to me, Deku would never kill anyone, 
"apparently he took her on without knowing her quirk and during their fight the floor caved 
in and she was buried in the rubble. The path back up was blocked so Midortya had to find a 
new way out and that's when he ran into you three" continued Mr. Aizawa, referring to Dunce 
Face and Shitty Hair. Deku had already been in bad shape by then. 


"The others?" I asked with a rasp. 


"They stumbled into a fight and were found by Yaoyorozu and a few others. They made it out 
together only about an hour after you did" 


"That bitch got what she deserved" I hissed to myself. The rage inside me died back a bit, 
knowing that Deku, even if not intentionally, had gotten his own revenge. I was oddly proud 
at him for that. Mr. Aizawa had nothing more to say about it and dismissed himself from the 
room. All Might excused himself shortly after and after a meal was brought to me, though I 
had little appetite for it, and my parents annoyingly visited, I dozed back off to sleep. 


The detective, Tsukauchi, arrived a few hours later and waited till I woke up to ask some 
questions about the incident and any other encounters with villains I may have had. I told him 
what I could, and from him I learnt that the villain that had injured me had died. Deku, in his 
fevered state, hadn't held back and had unintentionally killed the villain in the tunnel. I didn't 
know how to feel about that one. I had felt a sense of pride when I heard about the venom 
bitch's death after the suffering and death she had caused to, from what I had heard, many 
people - though she deserved to die just as much for what she inflicted upon Deku alone - but 
the other villain hadn't killed anyone from what Tsukauchi had told me about him. I couldn't 
believe that Deku would kill someone, but the thought did cross my mind that, what if, he 
had understood the bind we had been in. I shook myself. That wasn't Deku. Even Tsukauchi 
had put it down to an accident from his poor state. In fact, if Deku had lived, I wondered how 
he would have dealt with learning that he had ended lives, both directly and indirectly. 
Knowing him, he would have blamed himself for both. 


After a visit from Recovery Girl, who I was glad didn't offer me any condolences for Deku - 
everyone else had already shoved their apologies down my throat - I was free to go back to 
school the next day. I arrived back at U.A during the afternoon while classes were still on. 
Mr. Aizawa met me at our dorm and let me know that I didn't have to worry about classes 
today or tomorrow and that if I still didn't feel up for it after that, to just let him know. I 
nodded my thanks and headed in alone. It was a weird feeling coming in and having the 
entire place empty. I had a shower while it was peaceful, forced myself to eat something and 
then retreated to my room before anyone got back. I wasn't looking forward to seeing 
everyone. I didn't want to deal with the sad faces, the sad words and the questions. For one 
reason or another the teachers had kept anyone from the class from visiting and I was glad 
they had. It would have just been exhausting to deal with. 


At the hospital, All Might hadn't said much about it though I could tell he was upset, Mr. 
Aizawa was the same as normal or at least he acted it, Tsukauchi had apologized more than 
once, my parents had been sappy and Recovery Girl hadn't said anything about it, but her 
concern and sadness was written all over he face while she was with me. Their expressions 
alone had been enough to make me want to leave the room and now I would have to deal 
with that ten times over. I didn't want anyone's damn sympathy or their apologies. Despite 
Mr. Aizawa's words, I still felt guilt. 


All Might had briefly mentioned a funeral being planned and that the whole class as well as 
other students would be allowed to attend. I didn't want to deal with that either, but my mum 
had already told me we were going. I hadn't had the energy to argue with her about it and I 
knew this wasn't an argument I would win either. She would drag me there by my ear if she 
had too. When Deku and I had been close as kids, our mums had too. There was no way my 
mum would not show up to support Deku's. 


When I reached my room and shut the door behind me, I had planned to head straight for the 
bed, but I froze. My desk chair had been pulled away to sit closer to the bed and on the chair 
sat Deku's red shoes that Kirishima had promised to hold on for me.... for Deku. I'm glad no 
one was around to hear me as I broke down all over again and trashed my room at the sight of 
those damn shoes. 


I had planned to sleep, but after I stopped crying over the shoes, I didn't have the energy to 
lay on the bed and rest, as stupid as that sounded. During my pathetic cry fest, I had slumped 
down on the ground beside the bed and leaned back against it. I just didn't have the energy to 
move from that spot. I heard the school bell chime for the last time for the day and shortly 
after I could here noises of people returning to the dorm. The noises were faint but sounded 
so normal. I heard a soft knock on my door and Shitty Hair called out my name softly. I didn't 
reply and I was glad he didn't let himself in. 


"Hey man," he called through the door gently, "I'll come back to let you know when dinner is 
ready. You better make sure to eat something. I'll come in a wake you up if I have to" he said, 
and I could almost here the friendly smile in his voice. He was a good friend, though I'd 
never say it to his face. He didn't need me to tell him what he already knew anyway. I 
appreciated him more for leaving me alone a little longer. 


I lost track of time while staring vacantly at the wall opposite my bed when I heard a knock 
at my door again, this one louder than the last. 

"Yo man, you awake?" called Shitty Hair loudly, "dinners ready" I took a moment to take a 
deep breath to calm myself for what I knew was to come. A very awkward dinner with my 

stupid classmates. 


"Yeah, I'm coming" I called after the red head knocked again. I got to my feet with regret and 
slipped on our dorm slippers and shuffled to the door. Not daring to look back at those worn 
red shoes. If they had eyes, they would have been staring a hole into my back. I opened it 
with a glare and Shitty Hair smiled back at me. 


"Good to see you up and about" he beamed with his pointed teeth as I shut the door behind 
me, and we headed for the elevator, "I heard you got injured pretty bad. We ran into some 
villains too and man were they tough or what. It was hard in the dark" he went on, filling the 
silence as we headed down. I appreciated that about him too. I knew he was sad like the rest 
would be, maybe even more so, he was the type to blame himself for things too, but he did 
his best to cover it up and he was good at it. I wondered if Mr. Aizawa gave him the same 
horrible details too. I wondered many things as we made it to the ground floor, such as if any 
of my classmates blamed me. If they hated me more than they already did. If they would stare 
at me with contempt or pity, but when we came out to the dining area where everyone sat in 
groups at the tables, they were casually chatting to one another and most of them either didn't 
notice or ignored me. Now I didn't know whether to be grateful for that or not. I followed 
Spikey Hair to our usual table with Tape Arms and Dunce Face already there on one side. 


"Bakugo!" called Iida as he stood up from his seat and gestured towards me, "good to see you 
recovered from the hospital" he called, and a few others turned their heads my way and 
smiled and commented on my recovery. No one mentioned Deku. If anyone was frowning or 
sad, they didn't look my way. It was a little unnerving. As we sat, food already at the table for 
us, Spark Plug spoke up with a smile. 


"Don't worry" he beamed at me, "Kiri already told them all to not be all mopey around you" 
"Denki" hissed Shitty Hair beside me. He had apparently wanted to keep it a secret. 


"What he means," spoke up Tape Arms, rolling his eyes at the blonde idiot, "is that Kirishima 
told them that you would be feeling bad enough without them all being sad around you" 


"You know man," added in Kirishima beside me awkwardly, I looked to him, but he looked 
down at his food, "I just knew that them feeling sad for you would only make you feel worse" 
I could feel the tension around me from them. They thought they were doing me a favour. 
They had been right though. Dealing with everyone pitying me and giving me sad glances 
would have made me shitty, but this, this felt wrong too. 


"No, I appreciate it" I said calmly with a frown, although I still wasn't sure if I did and took a 
mouthful of rice. Shitty Hair perked up beside me, looking pleasantly surprised. It was an odd 
feeling in the room that night. I felt like everyone was tiptoeing around me, but I did my best 
to keep myself calm and not snap at anyone too much, unavoidable with this lot of idiots, if 
not for Kirishima, the feeling could have been much worse with everyone not knowing how 
to behave around me. 


By seven-thirty I was back in my room as normal. Despite what Mr. Aizawa said, I planned 
to attend classes tomorrow as usual. No use for me to sit around in this empty place all day 
alone with my thoughts and those damn red shoes that were still perched on my desk chair 
and practically staring me down when I came in. I was sick of feeling so pathetic, so I picked 
up the shoes and shoved them in the bottom of my closest and shut the door on them. I felt 
like I could breathe easier with them tucked away out of view. It crossed my mind to ask 
what became of Deku's red utility belt I had with me before waking at the hospital, yet 
despite it's importance I pushed it from my mind. If Deku's old manky shoes made me feel 
this way, his belt could stay missing a while longer. I put the chair back in its place and got 
ready for bed, those red shoes and Deku still annoyingly on my mind as I fell asleep. 


Chapter 4 


I dreamed that night. I was sitting alone in the classroom. I was earlier than everyone else, the 
room empty and with no sign that anyone was going to join me. I closed my eyes and took a 
moment to enjoy the peace and quiet before the class would start and the room would be full 
and having to hear everyone chattering around me. I had never been the type to talk during 
class. Unlike some losers, I actually paid attention. And they wondered how I got such good 
grades. Idiots. Then the thought crossed my mind that now when I sat in class, the seat 
behind me would be empty. The only empty seat in the whole room. 


Would they shuffle the other students around, so the empty seat was at the back of the class? 


Would they bring in another student like Purple Hair to fill the space, or would they wait till 
the new school year for something like that? 


I pondered that for a moment before I decided thinking about it was a waste of time, when I 
heard a sound behind me of a chair being pulled back. I turned around to look behind me to 
see Deku smiling widely back at me and I knew this wasn't a normal dream. In life, Deku's 
smile would have been more uncertain if and when ever I did look back at him, which I never 
did unless he was pissing me off, but now, his smile was friendly and confident. I didn't say 
anything, just continued to glare at him from my seat until his smile dropped away and he 
looked to me like he had a question on his mind. 


"What?" I asked with a sneer. The last dream I had with him in the hospital had felt like my 
own mind was mocking me. I imagined this time going much the same. My guilt fucking 
with me maybe. 


"You're the one who called me here" he replied, his eyebrows coming together as though he 
expected me to have the answers. I turned away to face the front of the room again, although 
it remained empty aside from us. 


"I never called you" I replied back with a snarky tone. I heard sudden movement behind me 
and glanced over my shoulder. Deku had raised from his seat, his hands slapped down on the 
desk and his eyes were wide with surprise. 


"Yes, you did!" he spat back, so certain of himself, though his voice held no anger. He was in 
our usual school uniform, same as me. 


"I wouldn't be here if you didn't want me to be. You wanted to see me and so I'm here" he 
pushed lightly as though trying to get me to give in. I went to say something snarky back 
when I thought about it. This was a dream, I knew that much, and Deku had been on my 
mind when I fell asleep. Then something else occurred to me. In my last dream Deku had 
told me that he would have died anyway. He said that before Mr. Aizawa had told me 
himself. I turned back slowly to face him. Dots connecting in my head. 


"This isn't just a dream?" I asked more to myself with narrowed eyes and Deku leaned 
forward across his desk. 


"Of course, it isn't" he said back with certainty, his face serious and his brows knitted 
together. 


"Then what is this?" I asked with a suspicious hiss and glared at him. He pulled away and sat 
back down in his seat. He blinked at me with surprise that I hadn't figured it out already. 


"This is One For All" he replied 


"What!" I hissed, "When?" I asked, getting out of my own seat. Deku's green eyes followed 
me, remaining calm. He didn't answer but waited patiently while the gears turned in my head. 
I knew already how One For All was passed from one person to the next. Had he coughed 
blood into my shoulder wound? No, his head had been on the other side. Then... 


"When I tried to bring you back" I whispered to myself aloud, "but how, you were already 
gone. You need intent to pass it along" I spoke quietly as though I still needed to hide the 
secret in my own dream and looked to him. His gaze roamed the room while he thought it 
over. 


"It could just be a survival thing, the quirk passing over the next available person who makes 
that kind of contact if the holder dies," he thought aloud, "although," he went on, looking 
back to me, "one of the last things I thought before it all faded away was how I wanted to 
give One For All to you. I had already accepted you to be its next holder" his facial 
expression changed as he thought that over some more and then relaxed when he seemed 
content with his conclusion. I would have asked something along the lines of, why me, but I 
felt I already knew the answer well enough. I knew the secret of One For All and I knew that 
Deku looked up to me for some stupid reason despite how much of a dick I had been to him 
over the years. Plus, I couldn't look past the fact that I happened to be the only person there. 


"Then why are you here?" I asked, still standing in front of his desk. He opened his mouth to 
reply, but I cut in, "Yeah, I know, I called or whatever. What the hell does that even mean?" 
part of me was annoyed at myself for my attitude right now. I was relieved to see Deku again, 
surprised to learn about One For All, but part of me couldn't shake the thought that my mind 
was just fucking with me and I didn't want to get my hopes up. I didn't want it to be teared 
away from me. 


"It means you were thinking of me. You wanted me here, so I came" he replied almost 
casually and gazed around the room again as though he were expecting the rest of the class to 
show up. I had so many more questions about how this worked, but they seemed insignificant 
at the moment. I looked down at the ground and clenched my fists beside me. I felt Deku's 
eyes come back to me as I struggled. 


"Is it really you though?" I asked through clenched teeth. I wanted an answer, but I doubted I 
could trust it anyway which only pissed me off. 


"It's really me" affirmed Deku more softly. 


"Prove it" I demanded, daring to look up, challenging him with my gaze. Deku looked away 
in thought again, lips twisting into a lopsided frown as he did, though I didn't know what he 
would do. If this really was my own mind screwing with me there wasn't anything, he could 


say to me that I wouldn't already know and therefore 'he' would know and say back to me. It 
seemed he reached that same conclusion, because his gaze came back to me and he shook his 
head. 


"I don't think there's anything I can say to prove I'm not just your imagination" he frowned. I 
let out a long irritated sigh. This whole conversation felt exhausting already. I turned to leave 
the classroom and I heard Deku call out after me in surprise. After a moment I heard his 
footsteps following me. I turned down the hallway and kept going. 


"Why are you following me?" I growled back at him. 


"Because you wanted me here" he replied with a tone that suggested I should have already 
known that. I growled back audibly, but he seemed unfazed and continued to follow me in 
silence as I worked my way through the empty halls to outside. I didn't like this Deku. Death 
had given him confidence that I wasn't used too. I halted and Deku, who had been too busy 
gazing around him, walked into my back. 


"What did you do that for?" he asked. I turned on him with a snarl and grabbed him by the 
collar of his shirt. 


"Tell me something, anything!" I barked into his face and his eyes widened as thought 
frantically to think of something to say to soothe me. I could practically see the gears spurred 
on by panic in his head. 


"I uh," he began and he already sounded like his old self, his hands raised up in surrender by 
his head, "I knew the spicy curry filled buns were your favourite when we were in elementary 
school so I used to pretend I bought the wrong one by accident so I could give it to you," 
when I continued to sneer at him he tried to think of something else, "I always knew when I 
was going to end up staying over at your place without asking because your mum would 
make that fish dinner I always liked. Uh, I always snuck into your bed to sleep because you 
always smelled good" I shoved him away. 


"What?" I barked. 


"Ah, your quirk," he stammered looking embarrassed, "even before you had it you always 
smelt good, and the smell reminded me of the caramel sauce pudding my dad used to make, 
so 1t was comforting to be close to you" 


"I remind you of your dad?" I glared at him with enough intensity he flinched. 


"Not in a weird way" he yelled back with his hands raised and flailing in surrender again, his 
cheeks flushed a little. I had no idea if what the things he said were true or not, they weren't 
memories of mine, but I relaxed a little and stared at him more closely. He seemed to relax 
and bit too and lowered his arms slowly. 


"Good enough" I huffed finally. 


"So, do you believe me now?" he asked, looking at me with almost puppy eyes. 


"Guess it doesn't really matter if I believe you or not. You're here" I spoke back, but I'd lost 
the edge to my voice and Deku stepped closer. He came to stand in front of me and after a 
moment his face broke into a smile. I didn't know what he was smiling about and turned on 
my heel to keep walking, though I didn't know where I planned to go. Deku followed behind 
obediently. We walked through the trees that surrounded the school campus and at one-point 
Deku spoke up to ask where we were going. A single glare from me was enough for him to 
give up on an answer. I let my mind wander and I felt myself relaxing more as we walked. 
The peace and quiet and the sunlight coming through the trees was nice. We exited the trees 
and reached a grassy slope that dipped down to a shallow stream that trickled over pebbles. 
The place looked familiar, but I didn't recall it being on the school grounds. 


Deku stepped up to be beside me and he looked over the area too before he stopped when he 
saw the stream and his face lit up. He ran ahead of me, launching himself at the slope and 
letting his body roll down the grass till he stopped just before the pebbles that lined the 
stream. It was like seeing a puppy being let out after being cooped up inside too long. I stared 
at him with shock and disgust. He lay on his back at the bottom of the slope laughing out 
loud to himself. After a moment he seemed to notice he was alone and sat up to look in my 
direction. He waved me over with a big grin and I shoved my hands in my pockets and 
stomped in his direction. By the time I reached him, he was back on his feet and dusting 
down his uniform. 


"What was that?" I hissed at him, confused. It was such odd behaviour I didn't know what to 
make of it. Maybe I was going insane and this version of Deku was going insane too. 


"Don't you recognize this place?" he smiled to me. His eyes were practically sparkling with 
joy. I didn't so I didn't bother to answer, instead I just narrowed my eyes at him. He threw his 
hands up in the air and laughed. 


"This is where we used to play as kids" he turned and pointed a little bit upstream to a log 
that lay across the raised sides of the stream, "that's where you slipped and fell" I grumbled at 
him and he dropped his hand and tried not to snicker. He knew I wasn't fond of the memory. 
That had been one of the last times we had played when I still considered us friends. By 
elementary school, it had felt forced and fake and by middle school I had been an outright 
dick to him. I took a big breath to calm myself. This was a dream and Deku was here, and I 
should just focus on that and be happy about it. With some effort I tried to join in. 


"I fell in and you came in to see if I was okay" I added to his memory with an irritated sigh. 
For a moment he turned to look back at me and he seemed a little surprised that I was taking 
part, then he smiled at me with enough warmth that it reached his eyes, and I knew that I had 
made him happy and that made part of me happy to. I felt more relaxed in that moment, and I 
felt the corner of my lips turn up in a small smirk of my own. I reminded myself again to let 
go and just enjoy the stupid dream and the memory we shared. Deku was gone, dead, but 
here, for this moment at least, he was alive and happy, and I wanted to enjoy that too before I 
would wake and be an unhappy fuck all over again. The thought made my smirk fade and 
Deku noticed. He seemed to pick up on my thoughts or mood and his own smile faded away 
and he looked down at the grass between us. 


"It's not so bad you know" he spoke, a small smile returning as he watched the grass move in 
the breeze, "you can call me whenever you want," he looked back up at me, "I don't want you 
to feel sad about it" in that moment he seemed almost small and shy like a child. I stepped 
forward and wrapped my arms around him, pulling him in close. It took him by surprise as a 
small yelp escaped him and it took him a second to relax, but eventually he did and I slowly 
felt his own arms come up to touch my back, though he was trembling with fear, or shock, 
and that made me smirk a little again. I buried my face close to his hair and we stayed like 
that for a long moment. He was so real here that I could smell him, feel his hair tickle my 
face. 


I hadn't been this close to him since kindergarten and I felt a wave of regret threaten to wash 
over me, and it just may have if I hadn't been holding onto him. I regretted so much, how I let 
my ego destroy our friendship and how I treated him over the years. We had started off as 
good friends till my quirk manifested and his didn't, I had let so many small things build a 
wall between us, but I had been the only one building that wall while Deku had tried 
desperately to tear it down. All these years he had stuck by me, even when I had treated him 
like shit. He had never hated me for it, never lashed out at me or run away. Out of the two of 
us he had been the strongest and I knew know some of what All Might had seen in him. I had 
missed my chance, my many chances, to repair things and I hated myself now for that. This 
was my final chance to finally make things up to Deku and try to be better. 


Chapter 5 


It was almost depressing to wake up when my alarm went off in the morning. Everything felt 
drab and cold. I sat up slowly and I almost wanted to just lay back and return to my dreams. I 
felt tired enough to do it too. My dream with Deku had seemed so bright and warm in 
comparison. I pushed myself to get up and go through the normal morning routine before 
classes. By the time I was downstairs for breakfast a good portion of my classmates were 
there already, and I avoided them. I could almost feel the daggers from their eyes in my back. 
Usually I would have been up before most of them, but this morning I had wasted a lot of 
time in bed just staring up at the ceiling wondering if my dream really had been real or not 
after all. Dunce Face joined me in the kitchen and smiled at me. 


"Hey man," he began to tell me something that he found interesting that I knew I wouldn't, 
before he got any further, I was already glaring at him and his smile wavered, "woah man, 
did you even sleep last night? You look tired as hell" 


"Leave him alone" yawned Tape Arms as he opened the fridge to find something. There was 
some back and forth between them, but I tuned them out and walked away when they weren't 
looking. 


Classes went on as normal. Deku's seat remained empty and untouched. At one point, when 
everyone's head was down being busy, I glanced back over my shoulder, just to confirm to 
myself that he wasn't there. It felt like part of me was missing. Where there had been a 
constant buzzing in my head that was Deku's life, now there was silence and it left me feeling 
hollow and it was hard to focus. After lunch we had practical training, but after changing I 
had no motivation to participate and while everyone else stepped forward, I looked at my 
feet. I felt like they were stuck in wet cement and I couldn't bring myself to make them move. 
Mr. Aizawa walked to me and told me not to push myself, that it was alright to take time off. 
I just nodded to him and made my way to the side of the gymnasium, slumping down against 
the wall. No one else approached me, they left me alone. But I could fell their glances my 
way. The whispers between them. Eventually I couldn't take it anymore and I left early. Mr. 
Aizawa let me go with a nod and I looked away. 


When I returned to our dorm room early, having changed back into our everyday uniform, I 
found it wasn't empty. All Might was there with Deku's mum. They were together in the foyer 
entrance with boxes pilled by the wall. She had come to clear out his room. Her back was too 
me as I entered, but All Might saw me come in over her head and she turned to follow his 
gaze. I could see she had been crying and when she saw me, she let out a gasp and rushed to 
me. She wrapped her arms around me and held me close like she was my own mother, not 
that my mum was the type to hug. For a long second, I felt too numb to do anything, but I 
remembered how warm and caring she had been to me whenever I visited their house or 
stayed the night. Even after I had pushed Deku away, if she saw me in passing, she would 
always welcome me warmly and invite me over. I don't think Deku ever told her that we 
weren't friends anymore. I raised my own arms to hug her back and at my touch I heard her 
start to cry again, and we remained like that for a long while. It was uncomfortable, but it 
didn't feel right to push her away, despite how much I wanted too. All Might looking a little 


uncomfortable at first, but then he too grew peaceful about the situation and just let it happen. 
Finally, she pulled away and looked up at me. She smiled at me warmly, the warmth reaching 
her eyes just like it did Deku's. That thought pained me. 


"I'm sorry for what you must have gone through," she said with a smile and a sniffle, "but I'm 
glad that it was you who was with him. I know he would have felt the same. Izuku always 
looked up to you" her smiled broadened and she stepped away. As if by silent word, All 
Might moved to pick up a backpack that had been Deku's and offered to walk her out. 


"I have Deku's shoes and belt" I blurted out as they passed me and they both looked back at 
me, "his red shoes and the belt from his hero costume" I clarified, "I'll grab them for you" I 
turned to head to my room to grab them, but I hadn't even set off before she spoke up. 


"No, that's alright" she said with a teary smile, "you can keep them dear" she gave me a nod 
for my kind thoughts and turned to leave. All Might's gaze lingered on me for a bit before he 
nodded to me too and left. I stayed frozen in the hallway for a while longer after they had 
gone. I felt a sense of relief that she hadn't wanted his shoes, but I didn't fully understand why 
yet. I had offered them too her out of kindness, but I was glad to keep them. The shoes would 
never fit me, Deku's feet being smaller than mine, but they were such a part of his identity 
that despite hiding them in my closest I felt comfort in knowing that they were there. The 
belt, which had been returned to me, had originally been mine. I had worn it during our 
entrance exam, but after that when our hero costumes had been made, I didn't need it, but it 
seemed too good to throw away. Our first practical exercise in our costumes at school I had 
noticed how lame Deku's costume was when he changed into it and its lack of practicability. I 
threw the belt at him, yelling at him for his stupidity and had stormed out. I never really 
looked back at the memory and I didn't know how he took it, at the time he had flinched 
away from me, but he had worn it from there on out and it hadn't gone unnoticed that despite 
his costume changes and upgrades that he kept it on. He beat my ass for the first time that day 
too. 


School ended. Everyone came back to the dorm and did their own things. We had dinner and 
I left to shower and go to bed. I found it hard to spend time downstairs with the others. 
Despite their actions I felt like I was constantly being judged, that they despised me, blamed 
me for Deku's death. I knew he was well liked in our class, he made friends so easily without 
trying that I had put it as another strike against him, that he was too easy and made an effort 
to get along with everyone even if they didn't deserve it. I was a prime example of that. 


I was starting to feel restless. Downstairs was uncomfortable, every time someone looked my 
way I wanted to crawl away or blast them, but when I closed myself away in my bedroom, I 
felt cramped and trapped, so I stepped outside. I launched myself from my balcony so I 
wouldn't have to pass anyone else, stuffed my hands in my pockets and went for a long walk, 
well past my bedtime. The fresh air was cool and refreshing, yet I felt myself growing more 
frustrated despite it. I felt like my classmates hated me, in my head or not, I couldn't escape 
the feeling and throughout the day, if I weren't thinking about that, I was thinking about 
Deku. Not about his death and absence, but about how warm that dream had felt. How 
comforting it had been to see him again. | still wasn't ready to fully believe he was real and 
maybe it was just my minds way of coping, but I found myself checking the clock 
continuously throughout the day, wishing it to end so I could fall back to sleep and hopefully 


see Deku again. And part of me hated that. It felt stupid, counting down the hours till I could 
see some dead person again. 


I was only getting frustrated, and I halted where I was and clenched my fists so tightly in my 
pockets that my arms quivered with the effort and I could smell the smoke rising from my 
pockets with a faint sweetness, like caramel. That made me hesitate and I pulled my hands 
out, opening my palms and brought them close to smell. I was glad it was dark, and I was 
alone. What a weird sight that would be, but the sweet smell of my quirk made me think back 
to what Deku had said about him liking my scent because it reminded him of his dad's 
cooking, and I felt my throat tighten. I hated that too. But I realized then something that I had 
never stopped to think about before. 


As kids, for a while, Deku had spent a lot of time at our house for the night. One time he even 
stayed two nights in a row. I hadn't realized it back then, but that was around the time his 
parents split up. They had been arguing a lot and Deku would come to ours to stay. 
Sometimes he would be crying when he was dropped off. I remembered one time when my 
mum answered the door and Deku was already crying. His mum was standing behind him 
and she had been struggling to hold back her own tears. Now that I was older, I guessed that 
every time Deku's parents had fought he had cried and so when they needed to discuss 
anything like that, Deku would come to ours so he wouldn't have to witness it. When he had 
first started staying over, he would stay on the futon on the floor in my bedroom, but 
eventually he had started to come into my bed to sleep. I hadn't minded back then, but in the 
mornings, he would always be close to me. He hadn't started coming into my bed till after his 
dad had left the picture. His dad used to bake deserts for him. I smelt sweet. He would sleep 
close to me because it was comforting to him. I was comforting to him. That realization 
almost broke me a little inside. 


"Stupid Deku" I cursed through gritted teeth. I shoved my hands back in my pockets and 
continued walking. After a while I found my own thoughts wondering how I would have felt 
if my parents had been fighting and split up when I was that age. Despite how I acted around 
my parents, I would have been upset. I would have cried and carried on. I wondered if the 
roles had been reversed if I would have stayed at Deku's a lot and if I would have found 
comfort in him too. Things I would never know. But one thing I did know now, was that 
Deku had been telling the truth. It really was him in my dreams, the real him, which also 
meant that what he said about One For AIl was true too, that I had inherited it from him. That 
thought made me pause. That was another whole hurdle to add to my list of shit to deal with 
and I didn't feel ready for. 


I returned to my room, via the front door, well past my bedtime. The lower floor was vacant 
when I came in and | went upstairs to my room without seeing anyone. It wasn't often that I 
was up past midnight, and the sight of the bed was welcoming. I fell onto it and was out 
before I even registered that I hadn't changed or gotten under the covers. I had been too 
mentally exhausted to bother. 


When I dreamed, I saw Deku again. I had found myself sitting up on the grassy slope in the 
same clearing from before and at some point Deku had silently come to sit beside me, settling 
himself down on the grass too and closed his eyes to enjoy to sunshine and soft breeze. He 


didn't speak or do anything other than just sit beside me, but the silence was calming, and I 
could feel myself relax. 


"You were telling the truth" I admitted out loud without looking to him, but from the corner 
of my eye I could see him look my way and smile. 


"Of course I was. I wouldn't lie about it" he beamed, "glad you finally decided to trust me 
though" he went on, turning his gaze back to the stream. 


"Did you really pass on One For All to me?" I asked. I felt like I was breaking my own peace 
by asking questions now, but I needed answers. Deku replied with a hum. 


"Now what?" I asked. I didn't know what to feel as I asked. I didn't even feel lost. I just felt 
tired. 


"You become the number one hero" replied Deku, flashing a smile my way. When I didn't say 
or do anything in return, his smile faded and he looked a little concerned. 


"You'll be the best hero," he went on, "you're already so good at it and now you'll be even 
stronger" he finished with a bright smile again and his eyes almost sparkled with wonder at 
the awesome hero he could see me being. I wanted to bite back at him, tell him that I didn't 
need his stupid quirk to become the number one hero, but I just didn't feel it in me to say it 
aloud. 


"That's not what I meant, idiot" I grumbled back and turned away. I would be blinded if I had 
to look at his bright ass smile any longer. 


"Oh," he leaned back in thought, "well you'd better speak to All Might about it. He may know 
already, but you should tell him anyway" he said with more thought. 


"How would he know?" I asked, looking back to him. At least he wasn't shining so brightly 
now. 


"Since he held it once, he can sense these things sometimes, although, he did say once that I 
seemed to be more in touch with it than him, so he may not have" I could see from the way 
his brows came together that if I didn't change the subject he would start muttering to himself 
and I'd have to strangle him to shut him up. 


"Fine. I'll talk to him about it" I groaned back. It wasn't that he was a hard person to talk to, 
but I hadn't spoken to him directly since the hospital, and I didn't know if me inheriting One 
For All would make him feel hopeful again or just be a painful reminder of Deku's death. I 
didn't want to deal with it. Maybe I would wait till after the funeral on the weekend. 


"No, you have to do it tomorrow" spoke up Deku, giving me an intent look, "it will give him 
hope and something to work towards" I could see his point. Then a new thought occurred to 
me. 


"How did you know what I was thinking?" I glared at him, turning my body to face him. I let 
my posture display my annoyance and he sat straighter opposite me. 


"Well, we are in your head" he tried to explain pathetically. I narrowed my eyes at him. 
"So you can read my mind?" I asked pointedly. 


"No, not always. Some things just come through to me sometimes" I bared my teeth and he 
flustered on, "It's just flickers here and there. More like feelings or intentions more than 
words" he was starting to squirm under my gaze, and it was satisfying. I sat back, figuring 
that was as good as an explanation I was going to get, but he still seemed uncomfortable. 


"Th-this is all new to me too" he added sulkily and gazed away. I let out a sigh to let him 
know he was off the hook, and he seemed to relax his shoulders a little more. 


"So, 1s this going to be my life now?" I started, getting to my feet and dusting off my pants 
"are you going to be here every time I close my damn eyes?" 


"No, I don't think so" replied Deku, glancing back at me as he followed me and stood, "I'm 
only here because you wanted me to be. I could go away just as easily" he finished and 
looked to me as though he expected me to tell him to piss off right then and there. Part of me 
worried at the thought that if I told him to leave, he wouldn't be able to come back. 


"You look tired Kacchan" he commented and was suddenly in my face. I had been stuck in 
my own thoughts for a second and the next thing I knew he was centimetres from me, 
squinting into my eyes like he was searching for something. 


"Back off" I barked and pressed a hand to his face to push him away. He took a step back. 


"Of course I am you idiot. A lot has happened" I barked on. He smiled to me a little bit with 
his usual warmth, and I felt my annoyance fade away. 


"Maybe you should try to get some sleep" he suggested and if I had been holding anything in 
my hands, I would have thrown it at him. 


"I already am asleep!" I barked again 


"I know, but you're talking to me, so your mind is still working like its awake right? Surely 
that will make you feel tired even if you are asleep" he tilted his head to the side a little like a 
dog and his brows inched closer in thought. 


"Fine, what do you suggest then?" I grumbled back. 
"Well, I could leave —" 


"No" I cut him off with a straight face and he paused for a moment before thinking of 
something else. 


"You could try sleeping here" he suggested seriously. I frowned at him, and he waved a hand 
shyly as if he could wave away my annoyance, "I mean, if you rest here it's like a deeper 
sleep. I'm not sure if you could sleep to begin with but if you can, then your body is rested 
out there and your mind in here. It's worth a shot" 


"Fine" I replied after a long pause and laid myself down on the grass with my hands behind 
my head and closed my eyes. Despite it being clear and sunny, I could block it out perfectly 
when I closed my eyes. I didn't hear Deku move and after a moment I opened my eyes to 
glare at him where he still stood a few feet away, looking around uncomfortably. 


"Well," I spat, "are you just going to stand there and watch me or something, you creep?" he 
looked down to me flustered and seemed to make a move to leave multiple times before 
deciding not to and then in defeat, just dropped down to his knees on the spot looking lost. 


"Either lie down or go away" I growled as I closed my eyes again. I didn't really want Deku 
to leave, and I was placing my money on him not wanting to leave either. Sometimes he 
seemed more confident here. Perhaps that was a side of him I just hadn't had a chance to see 
much outside of hero work, or maybe it's something he had gained in death, either way, I 
hoped he was feeling confident enough to not sulk away. After a little while longer I heard 
movement by me and opened an eye to see that Deku had chosen to lay down on the grass 
too, still the same distance away and laid there on his back with his hands resting on his 
stomach. He wasn't looking in my direction and he still looked a little lost, but I closed my 
eye again and tried his suggestion to sleep. I hadn't expected it to work, but within a few 
minutes of peace I drifted off. 


I didn't dream within the dream, if that even makes sense, it had just been a peaceful 
blankness surrounding me and when I woke, I didn't wake up directly. When I opened my 
eyes, I was still on the grassy slope and the sun had dipped away to create a pleasant evening, 
or maybe it was dawn, the sky tinged with streaks of orange. It was warm with the same soft 
breeze and I could hear the distant chirps of night insects. This place really was just as I 
remembered from my childhood. I turned my head to the side to find that Deku wasn't there, 
and my eyes opened wider with a sense of panic that he was gone. I was about to shoot up 
and look around when I heard his voice by me. 


"I'm here Kacchan" he spoke quietly, and I tilted my head back to find him sitting cross- 
legged by my head. He looked peaceful and smiled softly down at me. I wondered if he had 
spoken up because he had seen me looking to where he had been or if he had picked up on 
something in my mind again. A thought I wasn't pleased about. He spoke up again before I 
could ask. 


"I felt your worry" his eyes looked sad as he explained it and I had my answer. I ignored him 
and sat up, my back to him. 


"How long was I asleep?" I asked with a soft grumble to my voice from sleep. I felt well 
rested, but it was so pleasant here that I could sleep again if I wanted to. 


"Well," started Deku and the way he dragged out the word made me turn back to face him 
with narrowed eyes, "what time does your alarm go off?" he asked, looking up to the sky as 
he pondered something. 


"Six" IT replied, narrowing my eyes at him. I think I knew what was coming. 


"My guess would be a few hours after that then" he said back matter of fact like, bringing his 
eyes back down to look at me and he shot me a nervous smile. 


"What!" I barked. Missing my alarm and my usual morning routine was one thing, but 
several hours meant that I was late to class. 


"Well, your alarm started going off and you looked so peaceful so I covered your ears so you 
could sleep more" he replied, his nervous smile growing, and I could feel my anger growing 
with it. 


"What?" I growled, rising to my feet slowly to hover over him, hands raised like claws. He 
seemed to shrink away below me. 


"You were so tired, and Mr. Aizawa did say you could take some time off if you needed too" 
he spoke back without stammering, but his wide eyes showed me that he was unsure if he had 
made the right move, but my anger fizzled away as something else struck me. 


"You heard that?" I asked, lowering my arms back to my sides and standing up straight again. 
Deku relaxed himself too now that I wasn't hanging over him threateningly. 


"Huh," my question seemed to throw him off for a moment, "Oh yeah, I heard that part at 
least" 


"Wait" I spat, "so not only can you know what I'm thinking at times, but you can hear things 
when I'm awake?" this felt like a total invasion of privacy, and I was not happy about it at all. 
I had been so glad to have Deku around that I hadn't stopped to think what that really meant 
for me. 


"Only sometimes" Deku said back quietly. I had made him nervous again and he seemed to 
twitch under my stare, "I only get bits a pieces at times and it's not like I am trying to do it. It 
just happens" he spoke with more confidence as he tried to defend himself and rose to his 
own feet. 


"Yeah, well, stop doing it" I sneered back. 


"I'm not doing it" he retorted back loudly. He was determined now. I could see it in his eyes, 
and he dared to stare back at me. We stared at each other for a long moment, neither one of us 
wanting to back down, but he eventually glanced away, and I lifted my chin in triumph, but 
now I had to wake up. 


"Oi," I said and Deku looked back my way, "thanks to you I'm late" I hissed and with just the 
thought of waking up, I did. 


Chapter 6 


By the time I made it to class it was recess. Mr. Aizawa gave a slight nod in my direction 
when I came into the empty classroom, but he didn't comment on my lateness. In fact, no one 
did. Shitty Hair and Dunce Face, even Tape Arms, called a greeting to me when they returned 
to class and I got a few glances from others, but that was it and the day went on as normal. 
Even Four-Eyes didn't say shit. 


We didn't have any practical exercises for the day, but if we had, I felt better rested and more 
motivated to participate. After classes I made a trip to the staff room to see if I could spot All 
Might, not hard to do when you're that tall, but I didn't see him. Midnight greeted me and 
when I asked, told me that All Might was on leave for today and tomorrow, which meant I 
would have to try to catch him on the weekend if I could, although he could easily be away 
then too. He didn't need to request leave for weekends. Plus, Deku's funeral was set for the 
Saturday. The whole class plus our teachers were attending and they had given us a U.A bus 
for the day so everyone could attend together. My parents had planned to pick me up 
separately a little earlier and take me themselves seeing as our family had been close to 
Deku's, even if it was in the past. I guessed our mums had always kept in touch and gotten 
along. 


I felt a little disappointed and relieved when I trudged back to the dorm. Deku had wanted me 
to talk to All Might about One For All. Was I supposed to tell him about the fact that Deku 
was living in my dreams still? Was that even normal for this quirk? Since I had known about 
their secret, I would often train with Deku and sit in on their conversations, but not once did I 
recall either of them talking about people inside their head. Sure, they occasionally spoke of 
the previous users being a part of the quirk when it was carried on and Deku had even 
dreamed of seeing them, though he couldn't interact with them. But this, with him, was on a 
different level. Maybe because we knew each other personally, there was some kind of 
stronger connection? No. If that had been the case, All Might would have experienced 
something similar when his predecessor had passed away. Or was it a timing thing? She had 
passed it onto him before she died, not at the same moment pretty much like Deku had. By 
the time I reached the dorm I was gritting my teeth and scratching my head with frustration. 
Why did I never think of these questions when I was with Deku. I cursed at myself and 
would have to make up some mental list of things I needed answers to. 


I tried to spend some more time downstairs after dinner, but it was hard to ignore the feeling 
of negativity from some of the classmates. While Shitty Hair and Dunce Face buzzed around 
me I sat quietly and tried to focus more on the others around me, those who had been closest 
to Deku. 


Four-Eyes was as loud as ever, commanding the others around him. Behaviour wise, he didn't 
seem too different. I was fairly certain already that he had a strong character and figured he 
was just hiding it well, that his responsibility to keep his classmates from feeling too down 
would be a huge factor on why he was acting so fine with it all. 


Icy-Hot was quiet as usual, or maybe more so, he had never been one to talk or engage much. 
Deku had seemed to be one of the classmates he had been closest too, even if he wasn't too 
loud about their friendship. He was sitting in quiet contemplation surrounded by the chatter 
of others. To me he seemed lost in his own thoughts, but I didn't feel like he would openly 
hate me for not saving Deku. 


Pink Cheeks was the other one who had been closest to Deku. She was usually smiling and 
bubbly when ever I glimpsed her, but looking at her now, she was doing a piss poor job at 
trying to cover up how miserable she was. When no one was talking to her directly she would 
look the other way or down at the ground and she looked like she was about to cry if she 
hadn't cried herself dry already. When someone did talk to her, she would smile and laugh, 
but it seemed forced and some of her friends noticed it too. She glanced my way for a second 
before quickly diverting her eyes when she saw I was already looking her way. Now her, I 
imagined would blame me. 


It seemed that just about everyone in the room were doing their best to distract themselves 
with talking, but almost all of them would look away miserably from time to time. After a 
while I felt I had done enough and got to my feet to head up to my room so I could grab a 
change of clothes, shower and then head to bed. 


That night I didn't dream of Deku. If I had dreamed at all, I didn't remember it, but I knew 
Deku hadn't been there. When I had woken part of me felt numb with pain from not seeing 
Deku. I had a flicker of panic inside me that I would not see him again, but I shook it off 
knowing that as long as I had One For All, Deku was with me. 


Today for class we had a joint exercise with the business course class, if you could call it that. 
The plan was for our class to battle each other in pairs while the business class watched on so 
they could have some experience seeing us in action to create some kind of advertising 
material or some crap like that about us. To be honest I didn't get their classes at all. Heroes 
didn't need managers or people to advertise them. If they did their jobs well, that's all they 
needed to be seen as top heroes. 


We got to pick our teams once we reached the gymnasium that had been set up with a fresh 
mountain landscape thanks to Cementoss. Shitty Hair wasted no time in jumping to my side, 
hyped for the battle ahead, but I wasn't feeling it. Yesterday I had felt like I had my 
motivation back to join in on anything practical, but now I was just being eaten away inside 
with worry. Deku said that I now possessed One For All. When he had first gained it, he had 
broken his body multiple times before he was any good at using it and now all the 
tremendous power was inside me, somewhere. I hadn't felt any different since gaining the 
quirk, but I was worried that my explosions would come out stronger than I was used to and 
that I would hurt others. Again, I cursed myself for not asking Deku more about it. I wasn't 
ready to be put into a battle when I didn't know how the quirk would manifest itself in me. I 
imagined my own quirk would become stronger, though I couldn't begin to guess how much 
by, but would any punches I throw come out as strong as All Might's? Deku's had. 


"Oi, Bakugo" called Shitty Hair as he planted a hand on my shoulder. He looked to me with 
concern and I guessed I hadn't heard what he had been saying. I shot him a glare. I didn't 
want anyone worrying about me. I pulled away from him and quickly put together the pieces 


and moved off to the side of the gymnasium to join the rest of the class to climb the stairs to 
be able to watch from higher up like the business class nerds and he followed without another 
word. 


We were the fourth team to have a turn and were facing Four-Eyes and Pink Cheeks. I had 
faced her in a fight before and I knew not to be quick to dismiss her, plus there was the added 
layer of her possibly hating me for Deku's death. The class rep I hadn't been pitched against 
much at all, but I got the gist of how he did things already. Our teams started at opposite ends 
of the gym with terrain between us so we couldn't see the other team. The aim of the game 
was to capture or take out both of the opposing team. First team to take down both players 
won. Above us stood the business nerds and I could hear them muttering about our stats and 
quirks, strengths and weakness already and their constant chattering annoyed me, but one 
voice stood out among the rest. 


"Hey, isn't that blonde guy the one who was caught in that slime villain incident last year?" I 
heard one hiss to the other. 


"Yeah I think he is. Wow" hissed back his buddy. The buzzer for the match began, but I 
turned back to glare up at the two nerds gossiping about me in the stands. They both flinched 
when they saw me glaring. That incident was far from the highlight of my life and it wasn't 
something I liked to remember. Recalling it, I had always despised Deku. He had run towards 
me desperately while that villain held onto me, but now, the memory felt different, still 
horrible, but the events of that day ran through my mind in a flash, and I felt like I would be 
sick. 


"Bakugo!" shouted out Shitty Hair. His voice was more distant, he had moved forward as 
soon as the buzzer had sounded, but the urgency in his voice brought my attention back like a 
jolt of electricity and I turned back in time to see Four-Eyes, who must have set off from his 
side of the gymnasium at full speed, coming down on me to land a kick to my head. 
Instinctually I raised my hands to cross in front of my face, palms already sparking to blast 
him away, but then I was stabbed with worry again, what if I couldn't control my quirk, what 
if it was too strong? He was so close he would be badly injured for sure. I hesitated as his leg 
closed in. By the time I had turned to see him he was already in motion and there was no 
stopping the blow from coming. I let my arms relax. I couldn't strike back and there was no 
time to move and before I knew it everything went dark. 


I came too in the nurse's office. My head throbbed like I'd been kicked by a horse, or the class 
rep anyway. Shitty Hair was hovering nearby and looked relieved when I sat up with a growl, 
but before he could step closer or ask me how I was feeling, Recovery girl swooped in on her 
office chair with some pills and a glass of water in her hands. She offered them to me and 
then scooted away. I swallowed the pills and emptied the glass before the red head started 
asking me questions and telling me what happened after. I couldn't reply to him though, not 
truthfully. What was I supposed to tell him, that I had a flashback of a bad memory that made 
me realize something that made me want to be sick and throw hate at myself? Just thinking 
about it, I wanted to throw up. I wanted to scream and cry like a kid, but I swallowed it all 
back down. The Hair-For-Brains knew me better than the rest of the class, but only Deku and 
All Might had ever seen me cry. I wasn't about to let someone else see it either. In my eyes, 
crying was weak. 


"Shut up already. I'm fine" I spoke up finally, but there was no anger in my voice. I just 
wanted silence for a while. Or maybe silence would be bad for me. Either way, the red head 
went quiet, but the concern was written all over his face and I couldn't look him in the eye. I 
wouldn't ever think that he would hate me, but maybe he resented me a little deep down. He 
had trusted Deku to me and I had failed. Despite Mr. Aizawa's words. I couldn't stop myself 
overflowing with guilt. Shitty Hair walked back with me to our dorm. The sun was setting 
already, and I was ready for a long shower. Tomorrow was Deku's funeral, and the entire 
dorm was filled with gloom. The class may have been trying their best to hide their true 
feelings and misery over Deku's death, but tonight you could feel the weight of it in the air. 
There was little talk and no smiles to be seen and dinner was painfully quiet and for once I 
wasn't the only one to go to bed early. 


I struggled to fall asleep and felt like I spent hours just staring up at the dark ceiling, even 
though only forty-five minutes had past which made me groan when I checked. My mind 
wouldn't stop racing, recalling that day of the slime villain over and over again. My mind 
worked its way through the day step by step piecing together what I had learnt since the 
incident. Before, I had cursed that day because not only had I been a stupid helpless victim, 
but it was the day Deku had met All Might. But my mind went further back than that piecing 
the day together and that's when the sickness hit me hardest and I only managed to roll out of 
bed and reach the small bin under my desk in time. I coughed and sputtered and felt gross as 
tears ran down my face again. I hated it so much. After I had calmed down enough to dry my 
face, I made the trip to wash out the bin and to brush my teeth again before crawling back 
into bed. Seemed a cry session was all it took to wear me out enough to finally sleep and 
again, it was a dreamless sleep which was exactly what I needed to get me through the next 
day. 


Chapter 7 


Chapter Notes 


Song: The Scientist - Coldplay 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


I was up and dressed in a black suit with shiny black shoes before anyone else had emerged 
from their rooms in the morning. I could hear some starting to move around in their rooms, 
but I didn't see or speak to anyone as I finished getting ready and left the dorm. I hated how I 
looked in a suit, it just wasn't my style, but my mum had insisted I wear it. She had it dropped 
off at the school for me and many of the others in the class had clothes dropped off or sent to 
them throughout the week too. None of us had brought nice black funeral clothes with us 
when we moved here. None of us had expected to attend a funeral. 


It was a cool morning which worked for me as I walked down the paths till I reached the 
front entrance to the school. The teachers were already aware that I would be making it to the 
funeral and back on my own while everyone else would take the school bus. My parents were 
already there waiting for me in their car, and I let myself into the back and off we went. It 
was a Sullen car ride. Even mum was quiet. She hardly spoke until we reached the place the 
service was being held. It was an odd place to hold a funeral as far as I could say, which isn't 
much, but we entered through a guarded gate and drove through large gardens before finally 
reaching the building the funeral was being held at. It wasn't the sort of extravagant place that 
Deku's mum would have picked for his funeral, but with a mob of photographers and news 
castors outside the gates, I assumed the school must have helped arrange things to keep it as 
private and uneventful as possible. I hadn't stopped to think about it before, but of course a 
hero course student dying was reason enough for reporters to swoop in like vultures. 


Before we got out my mum turned back to face me. Her face looked angry, but I knew well 
enough that she wasn't mad at me and I could tell she was holding back tears. I took after her 
in more ways than just my hair and loud personality. She had always hated anyone seeing her 
cry and she was already struggling. 


"Now you listen here," she pointed at me, "you better be on your best behaviour in there. We 
are here to support Inko" I didn't have the energy in me to bite back at her or tell her I already 
knew that. 


"Sure" I spoke back flatly and got out of the car. My lack of a bite must have surprised her 
and that was enough for her to know how much I was hurting because once she got out of the 
car she wrapped her arms around me tightly before she had even closed the door behind her. 
At first I froze up. She had never been a hugger, but I slowly relaxed and put my arms back 
around her too and she bawled into my shoulder. I had cried enough over the last few days, 
like a weakling, that there wasn't much water left in me to shed. After coming around and 


closing the car door for her, dad wrapped his arms around both of us and we were stuck there 
like that in a close family huddle long enough for it become embarrassing. I was glad the 
class wasn't here to see it. After mum had let go and dabbed her face dry, we headed inside. 


We weren't at a church, but the inside reminded me of one. It was large and spacious inside 
with a lot of flowers everywhere. There was a walkway down the middle dividing up rows of 
fold-out chairs and up the front, raised up on a platform and surrounded by flowers was a 
closed casket. I wondered if his body was really in there, if they had made him look clean and 
peaceful inside like he was only sleeping and part of me wanted to take a peek inside to see, 
but not only would my mum rip me to shreds for being so disrespectful, the idea just felt 
wrong. Not because I would be peeking in on a dead body, but because the Deku I thought of 
now was the one living inside my head, where he was full of life and could talk a mile a 
minute and had childlike outbursts such as rolling down a hill from our childhood. It felt like 
if I saw his body out here in the real world, it would taint the version of him inside my head. I 
cut off my thoughts there. Thinking about it all, even I began to realize I sounded insane. 


Mum spotted Deku's mum off the side of the room with some other people and marched on 
over with dad and I in tow. 


"Inko" she called out as we approached and Deku's mum turned to face us, her eyes red from 
crying. My mum opened her arms up wide and Deku's mum fell into them and they embraced 
each other. This time mum held back her tears, her need to be strong for Deku's mum helping 
her through it no doubt, while she offered all her condolences. Once they finally let go of 
each other, Deku's mum took a turn to embrace each of us, thanking us for coming. I was 
done with hugs for the day. 


She introduced us to the other people who had been gathered around as some of Deku's 
grandparents, one from each side of his family who were still around. A few other family 
members arrived, more family that I had never met of his and friends of his mum's, and we as 
a family unit stood off to the side of the room while a slow flow of people trickled in for 
Deku's mum to greet and thank and accept condolences from. Finally, someone I did 
recognize came in and after going through the meet and greet and kind words with Deku's 
mum, All Might spotted us and came over to join us. My parents greeted him, and they spoke 
briefly about the tragedy of it all and then of school. Admittedly since the incident I hadn't 
been paying much attention to anything and of course the school was under heavy fire that 
you would expect to happen after a student's death. My parents didn't sound angry with the 
school at all and viewed the whole thing as a terrible accident, after all, the police and agency 
we had been working with at time had not been aware of the venomous bitch's presence and 
connection to the villain group and they were under even heavier fire than the school. Turned 
out All Might had been away from the school the last couple of days to help resolve the 
issues with the media. 


I didn't get the chance to speak to All Might and considering it was a funeral it didn't really 
feel right to start talking about how Deku is still alive inside my head and gave me One For 
All. No, now was not the time at all. Not long after the school bus must have arrived because 
I saw Mr. Aizawa enter, followed by a trail of students in black. They all took their turn to 
talk briefly with Deku's mum or at the very least, offered her an apologetic nod of the head. 
Mr. Aizawa stood beside her as each student passed to ensure they were all paying their 


respects, which of course they did. Everyone in the class liked Deku. A couple of the other 
teachers came in after the students including Midnight, Cementoss, Present Mic and the 
principle and it was a little odd to see them toned down and dressed in black, mainly 
Midnight and Present Mic. They all shared some words about how wonderful of a student 
Deku had been. 


The rest of the class filed down the centre of the space and arranged themselves in two rows 
of seats midway down on the left, the teachers sitting in the row behind them while Mr. 
Aizawa and the principle spent some more time speaking to Deku's mum. A few of them had 
spotted me standing to the side with my parents and All Might and had turned to look. A 
couple flashed me a weak smile and Spark Plug waved and I gave the smallest of nods back 
to them. I wouldn't be sitting with them during the service. I was destined to sit on the right 
side with the closer family and friends of the family, though it didn't feel like I deserved to sit 
there, not after the way I had treated Deku over the years. Mum was still talking away with 
All Might about the state of things and I nudged dad beside me to get his attention. He bent 
his head closer to hear me. 


"I'm not expected to make some kind of damn speech or something am I?" I whispered to him 
and he looked thoughtful for a moment before turning to whisper my question to mum, 
halting her conversation with All Might. Mum whispered back to him which I was glad for. If 
it weren't for it being a funeral and all, she probably would have yelled her answer for all to 
hear. She returned to her conversation and dad whispered back to me what she had said to 
him. 


"You're not expected to say anything, but if you want to, you can" I thought about it for a 
moment and then shook my head at the idea. I wouldn't know what to say and I hadn't 
planned anything. It would feel like a lie to stand in front of everyone and talk about fond 
memories I had shared with Deku. I had been a dick to him for years on end and probably 
upset many of his days. I didn't deserve to be called his friend. 


Once the last few people had filed into the space, I still didn't know what you would call this 
place, a function hall? It seemed a bit too fancy for that with the gardens and all. Everyone 
shuffled to find their seats. I ended up between my parents on the far right of the front row. I 
understood that the most important people sat in the front and closest to the middle, so I don't 
know how we ended up in the front row at all, even if we were off to the side. I guess mum's 
friendship with Deku's mum was the reason for that. I hadn't really been to any funerals 
before, not that I can recall much of anyway. I had gone to one for my grandma when I was 
little, but I had been too young to comprehend what was going on and I had just felt bored by 
all the adults talking. Now that I was older, you could really feel the emotions in the air 
around you and more than once I felt my chest and throat tighten. It had started off simple 
enough. Some stranger who had been hired to go on about the tragedy of dying so young and 
being loved by many, but when it came to individuals stepping up to tell their stories, that's 
when you could really feel it. 


One of his grandparents spoke of the first time they ever held him as a baby and how happy it 
had made them. 


A close family friend of Deku's mum told a story about Deku pretending to be a hero and 
saving a cat from a drain. 


All Might stood up and told everyone how proud he had been for Deku and how he had seen 
so much potential in him. His eulogy hit hard for me because I understood the extra layers to 
his words and I had to look away. 


My mum stood up to take her turn at the front and surprisingly spoke of Deku and myself. 
She spoke of how close we had been growing up. How we would play hero and obsess over 
All Might - something that brought a little laugh to the room - and how we used to fall asleep 
together and more. She did a really good job and lightening the mood of the room by 
bringing a few more laughs as she spoke of the mischief we would get up to and a few eyes 
and smiles turned my way as she spoke. Any other time I would have been pissed off at her. I 
would have yelled and stormed out, but instead I found the corners of my lips turning up as 
those memories played back to me as she told them. It was probably the worst smile I had 
ever worn, but I couldn't make it go away. A horrible mix of half happy and half miserable. 


She was right though, we had been very close growing up, closer than I had originally 
recalled. We used to go on weekend camping trips in the backyard and we would share a little 
tent together. We would try to make food for my dad and watch him try to not to screw up his 
face at the eggshells left in the muffins. We would stop in the street and yell at the tv playing 
in a shop window as it showed re-runs of some of All Might's greatest moments. As a tear 
rolled down my cheek, I looked down at my knees to hide it and I felt my dads hand touch 
my shoulder. He too was teary eyed and smiling. 


After my mum returned to us and she wrapped her arms around me as she sat down beside 
me again, a couple of my classmates took a turn to speak. Four-Eyes spoke on behalf of the 
whole class. Racoon Eyes and Ponytail went up together. Shitty Hair took a turn and even the 
Half n' Half Bastard said a few words. Mr. Aizawa took front and centre on behalf of the 
school and as his home room teacher and then finally Deku's mum stood up. 


Her cheeks were tear stained and she chocked on her first few words as she began, but once 
she started going, she was strong. She mostly spoke of how much Deku had wanted to be a 
hero. How him seemingly being quirkless for so many years never stopped him from 
believing he could make it and how happy they had been when they discovered he was just a 
late bloomer and was well on his way to making his dream come true. She didn't show any 
anger or grief towards the school. Although I had heard that Deku had almost not been able 
to stay because his mum was so worried for him, she was firm in her belief that her son died 
doing what he wanted and stood for what he believed in and that she was proud of him. I 
wasn't sure if all her words were true. Surely as a parent you would want to place blame on 
someone, but she thanked everyone for coming and that was the end of the service. The 
casket was left where it was for people to step up and say some personal final words if they 
wanted to, which almost everyone did. I was going to give it a miss when mum hissed at me 
to do it and I made my way over. When I stepped up to Deku's casket it was a weird feeling 
staring down at polished wood and wondering if he was really in there or not. I took a deep 
breath and tried to think of something to say quietly. 


"I don't really know what to say" I whispered to the shiny wood, "this is kind of fucking 
weird seeing as you're in my head. I wonder if you heard any of the things people said. It 
feels stupid, but I guess I have to say something" I paused with a skewed frown to think 
about it some more, "I guess all I can really say is that I'm sorry" I felt like I should have had 
more to say, but anything I could think of felt fake or corny. I could have said that I'd miss 
seeing him around but the words just got caught in my throat so I never did. 


"And, I wish I had been a better friend to you" I managed finally, my fingers grazed across 
the shiny wood and the words carried more weight than I thought they could have being 
spoken out loud. I may get the chance to see him in my dreams, but everyone else missed out 
on that and I felt bad for them. I thought about adding a "see you later" but the longer I stood 
over him the more stupid I felt so I left it at that and stepped away. 


A lot of people lingered around after the service and there was a book to sign and write some 
notes in. Some people had even brought their own photos of or with Deku and slipped them 
into the book. I would have liked to flick through the whole thing, but other people were 
waiting to write something so I wrote a little generic note in there because I couldn't think of 
anything else to say and stepped aside. I stopped by my parents for a while and heard from 
them that we were attending a reception afterwards which meant I wouldn't be returning to 
school till late. Stepping away, Shitty Hair, Dunce Face, Tape Arms and Ears approached me. 
They were all smiling a lot more than before which was welcoming but I couldn't bring 
myself to smile back. The best I could offer was decreasing my level of scowl, which was 
already at an all time low for the day. I was glad they hadn't been sitting close enough to see 
my face during the eulogies. 


"Man, your mum's speech was awesome" commented Tape Arms. He looked more edgy than 
formal in his black formal jacket; its sleeves rolled back behind his enlarged elbows. 


"Her stories were priceless" added in Dunce Face and I knew I would be hearing him mock 
me for weeks yet. 


"She really did a great job and lifting the mood" spoke Ears with a softer smile and out of 
everyone who had opened their mouths so far, I appreciated her words the most. Shitty Hair 
stepped closer while the other three retold a story my mum had mentioned. 


"How ya going man?" he asked quietly enough for only me to hear. He was smiling softly 
like Ears and I knew he was being sincere. I was glad that there was less deep concern in his 
eyes. Right now, he was just a friend checking in at a funeral. Nothing deeper like how I had 
missed parts of class this week or how I was avoiding the rest of the class or about how I was 
distracted enough to be knocked out. 


"I knew you and Midoriya had known each other since you were kids, but I hadn't known you 
two had been that close" he commented gently. I knew he wasn't having a go at me for hiding 
something from him, which I hadn't been. I had just spent so many years being an asshole to 
Deku that I had stopped thinking about the childhood we had shared. 


"I'm fine" I replied with a grumble, and my straightforward answer seemed to surprise him, 
"or at least as good as I'm going to be at a damn funeral" I tried to smirk back to reassure 
him, but it was mostly flat and a moment later his arms were wrapped around me in a tight 


hug and he was crying on me. Another hug was not what I wanted or needed. This time I was 
the one who was surprised. I didn't know exactly why he was crying, whether it was pent up 
from the funeral, relief that I was alright/not alright and I had finally said it or a combination 
of both. But he clung to me and cried. I let him for a few seconds and then started growling at 
him to get off. Tape Arms and Dunce Face had to pry him off because my arms were pinned 
to my sides and I could start to feel my blood boil. My mum shot me a glare over someone's 
shoulder from across the room, and I toned it down to a huff. After Shitty Hair was dragged 
away I felt a large hand touch down lightly on my shoulder and I looked back and up to see 
All Might smiling down at me. 


"Are you coming to the reception after this?" I asked after he had finished commenting on 
how boisterous Hair-For-Brains could be sometimes. 


"I am, but I won't be staying for long" he replied, "I was invited personally, but will also be 
acting on behalf of the school" I nodded in understanding. He had been Deku's idol and had 
personally believed in him. He was important and therefore Deku's mum would have invited 
him. As far as the school went, staring at the other options they had to attend, he was a good 
choice. I could not see Mr. Aizawa having the patience to attend and the others were too, out 
there, and weren't all that close to Deku. The principle himself probably didn't want to attend 
because it would come across as a publicity thing, although All Might wasn't that great of a 
choice either in that respect. 


"How are you coping with all of this?" he asked a little more seriously, "Those stories your 
mother told were very personal" I shrugged it off. 


"It's fine. They were good stories" I tried not to think how embarrassing it felt to know that 
All Might had sat there and listened to how Deku and I had obsessed over him as kids. I 
glanced away to cool myself. 


"I didn't realize you two had been that close" he commented with a warm smile and I felt the 
urge to defend myself. That it hadn't been any of his business and it wasn't like Deku had 
brought it up to him, but then again, why would he. 


"Yeah" I replied with simply. There was a moment of silence between us, and I felt the urge 
to spill it all and tell him about One For All just to fill the void. I know I had told myself I 
wouldn't but since the service had ended, the atmosphere of the room had cleared, and 
everything seemed more relaxed. I owed it to Deku to tell him about it, so he had some hope, 
but as I opened my mouth the principle called to him as he approached with Mr. Aizawa. 
They saw me with him and made their own remarks of not realizing how close Deku and I 
had been, and I only offered them a nod in reply. I was getting sick of hearing that. Once they 
turned their attention back to All Might, I slunk away. I met back up with Shitty Hair, who 
had calmed down and was back to normal, to tell him that I was staying for the reception, and 
I stuck around until the teachers came and ushered them all back onto the bus and left. More 
people left and I sat myself down on a chair till my parents came to collect me for the car. 
Apparently, the reception was to be held elsewhere. Mum apologized to me during the short 
drive if she had embarrassed me, but I scoffed her concerns away. 


"Hey," I spoke up as we pulled into a parking space and my mum looked back at me from the 
passenger seat, "where was his old man?" I asked. Last, I had heard he was still alive, or at 


least, I hadn't heard of his death. Mum sighed before she replied, and it was an angry sigh. 
"He was unavailable" was all she said with venom in her voice as she turned back. 


"What an asshole" I muttered under my breath. 


Chapter End Notes 


The song for this chapter still makes me cry to this day. In high school I lost the boy that 
I considered to be my best friend over a fight. We didn't manage to repair things before 
he died suddenly less than a year later. It's the worst feeling in the world not repairing 
things with your loved ones because you just assume they will be there and that you 
have time to wait, time to cool down before you approach them again. He was my oldest 
friend and I never had the chance to fix things with him. To remind him that I loved him 
and how important he was too me. He was like a brother to me and all I ever wanted in 
the world was to protect him. 

Don't wait. Never wait. Because you never know when those people important to you 
will be gone. 


Chapter 8 


Chapter Notes 


Song: Runaway AURORA 


I liked this song with the rooftop scene as I felt the song balances both pain and warmth 
at the same time - maybe that's just me 


I didn't get back to the school dorms till eleven that night and a few things bothered me as I 
stripped off and crawled into bed. 


One, Deku's asshole of a dad didn't show up. That just pissed me off more than anything. He 
had been out of Deku's life for so long and then didn't even come to his son's funeral. Fucking 
dick. 


Two, I hadn't seen anyone from middle school there. I hadn't realized until now how much 
my actions had shaped Deku's life, and it made me feel like shit all over again, or maybe just 
added an extra level of it. I had spent middle school bullying Deku on a daily basis or at least 
making him uncomfortable for being in the same room as me when he was. Looking back, he 
didn't really spend time with anyone in class, or out of it. When I tried to recall our middle 
school years, he was always alone and that was my fault. I had pushed him so far down the 
hierarchy with my actions that no one else had bothered with him or avoided him because 
they didn't want to risk becoming a target of mine. I had no doubt I had ruined his middle 
school years and caused him to be lonely. If I could step out of my own body for a minute, I 
would have beaten myself bloody at how pissed off I was at myself. Thinking of how I had 
affected his middle school days, just led my brain back to the day of the slime villain incident 
and I rolled over with a wave of sickness again, although this time I managed to keep it 
down. 


When I managed to fall asleep, I had been thinking of Deku. I wanted to see him and speak to 
him again. I was worried about what he may have picked up during the funeral service and 
wondered how he felt. Not to mention his absence from the last two nights had me 
concerned, but when I came to inside my dream it wasn't a good one. 


It felt just as real as my other encounters with Deku here, but I was alone, on a rooftop. After 
a second, I recognized the place. It was the rooftop of our middle school and I was standing 
off to the side behind some large air conditioning units. The smallest of movements off to my 
left caught my attention and I turned to see Deku's back to me. He was in our black middle 
school uniform with the same old yellow backpack he's had for years. He was just standing 
there looking out over the ledge. Our school didn't allow students on the roof, so they had 
never bothered with putting up fences. I froze when I was about to call out to Deku as he 
shrugged his bag off his shoulders and stepped up onto the ledge. This wasn't just a bad 


dream, it was a memory from our past and I wanted to step out to pull him back down, but 
my feet were frozen in place. Of course, it was a memory, so I knew he wouldn't jump. This 
had been the day I had told him to jump off a building. One of my lowest moments. I had 
regretted the words as soon as they had left my mouth and as soon as school had ended, I had 
made my way to the roof, the door had already been unlocked which made me sweat, but I 
hid away and waited, worried that Deku may have listened to me. I had waited a long time till 
almost every student had left the grounds for the day and I had been about to leave myself 
when I heard him come up. I had watched him, just as I did now, stand on the ledge, high 
above the ground and decide whether to jump or not. I had been too frozen to move, 
believing that if I came out and startled him it could send him over the edge. Instead, I had 
watched and waited, my heart in my throat until he had eventually stepped back down. He 
had cried for a long time after that and that had pained me more, rage building up inside me 
from it. 


This time it was only a memory, so I made myself move and stepped out from behind the air 
conditioning units. If he turned, I would be in full view, but I didn't approach him. I called out 
his name and screamed how I was sorry and was a jerk to him and of how I had ruined those 
years of his life, but he never turned back to me, never showed any signs of hearing me. This 
Deku wasn't the current Deku. He was just a memory replaying in my head, and I was forced 
to watch that horrible tense moment all over again. I felt too pathetic and guilty and all those 
emotions bubbled up my throat till I felt I would choke. I dropped to my knees and beat a fist 
to the concrete roof and let myself scream at the floor till my throat felt raw. I glanced up 
again, Deku's back still to me and as I watched his body shuddered like a shiver had passed 
up his spine and for a second he swayed. I didn't recall that happening, or maybe I had just 
been too far away. I got to my feet and stepped forward in case he fell, but a second later the 
movement had passed and he stood steady again. Deku raised his hands slowly to look at 
himself and then gazed down, taking it in. After a second, he carefully turned himself around 
while he still stood on the ledge and looked down to me with surprise. This wasn't just my 
memory playing back on repeat anymore. 


"Kacchan?" he asked in almost a whisper, his eyes were so green and wide as he took me in, 
that I didn't have anything to say back, "this isn't my memory, it's yours?" he spoke more 
softly with some shock and looked down at his feet more solemnly, "I had no idea you were 
watching that day" I didn't know what I should have expected from him learning that truth, 
but I hadn't expected him to sound so sad about it and that made me grit my teeth. I had been 
here that day to make sure he didn't do anything stupid that we would both regret. Deku lifted 
his head to look back to me and with tears in his eyes and smiled. 


"So what would you have done?" he asked, "would you have saved me?" and before I could 
say anything in return, he spread his arms, never taking his green eyes from me, and still 
smiling, he let his body fall backwards. I cried out his name and shot forward, following him 
over the ledge. He was falling ahead of me, smiling back at me gently as the ground grew 
closer and closer to us. I let out a blast from my palms to propel me forward faster till I 
reached him, wrapping my arms around him, one across his back and the other around the 
back of his head and pulled him in close to me. I felt his own arms wrap around my middle 
and there wasn't time for me to stop our fall. As the ground reached up to us, I held him tight 
and shut my eyes, but the ground we hit wasn't solid. We splashed through its surface and I 


opened my eyes to the sting of deep clear water surrounding us, lit up by the bright sun 
above. 


Under the surface of the water, I lessened my grip on him and now that he was at arm's length 
where I could see his face, he was smiling warmly to me, the patches of sunlight coming 
through the water dancing across him. I kicked to the surface and broke through with a gasp 
of air, Deku following a second behind. We weren't swimming anymore, now we sat in the 
water of the shallow stream that passed by the grassy slope from our childhood. I was frozen 
with anger and shock at how everything had warped and changed so fast, but when Deku had 
come up out of the water he was laughing, even now his body shook all over with his 
laughter and tears beaded in the corners of his tightly shut eyes. All I could do was glare back 
at him. 


"Asshole!" I growled and reached for him, grabbing him by the collar of what was now a 
plain white shirt, no longer our middle school uniform. He had scared the shit out of me and 
we both almost died, dream or not, and he was still just laughing his ass off. I brought my 
other hand forward too and started to shake him back and forth to shut him up, but he 
wouldn't stop. I gave up, releasing him with a shove and got to my feet, the water only half 
way up my shins and kicked a wave of water at his face. That shut him up and he coughed 
and spluttered at the water that made it to his mouth. He laid back down in the water, a 
shallower spot than where I stood because his face, chest and knees were still above the 
surface and smiled up at the sky. 


"I can't believe you did it" he smiled, "It's like a dream come true" I marched through the 
water and dropped to my knees on either side of him till I was practically straddling him. I 
snarled down at him. 


"What the hell" I growled down at him, and his smile softened as he looked to me, "What the 
fuck were you thinking you idiot, you could have died" 


"But I'm already dead" he spoke back, and I punched him lightly in the chest, not enough to 
knock the air out of him, but enough to warn him to not fuck around. 


"What if you died here too and then you really were gone forever" I spat back. I was pissed at 
him, pissed and scared and feeling a fresh wave of quilt at how I had treated him in the past. 
He ignored my words and stared back up at me warmly. He lifted a dripping hand from the 
water to reach for the side of my face gently. My breath caught in my throat at the light touch. 


"That day while I had stood there I wondered if you would come and save me in the last 
minute before I did anything," his smile grew warmer, "I wondered if the words you said 
were real or not and hoped you really didn't want me gone" his fingers brushed my cheek. I 
smacked his hand away finally and glared down at him. 


"You idiot!" I yelled at him and leaned back so I wasn't looming over him anymore while he 
was still pinned under me, "I never wanted you gone. I hated myself for those words the 
moment I said them" tears threatened to spill, and my voice was thick with emotion. He 
didn't look shocked by my words but continued to smile up at me in a comforting way. 


"I was such a jerk to you; all these years and the worst part is none of it was true. I was just 
being pathetic" I couldn't begin to put into words the way I had felt growing up as I dug a rift 
between us and continued to burn down every bridge he tried to make. I did everything I 
could think of to push him away from me for my own selfish reasons, but it had never 
worked. Deku had always been there, in the background. I dropped my gaze to the side. 


"I forgive you" he spoke back softly, and I looked back to him. He looked close to tears 
himself and it was uncomfortable. I splashed water over him and jumped to my feet, 
stomping out of the stream and up the grassy slope. I wasn't surprised at all when Deku 
followed me. He always did. 


"Hey," I spoke up. We had been sitting on the hill in silence while the sun dried the clothes on 
our backs. As always, the weather was pleasant here. 


"Why haven't you been around that last couple of nights?" I didn't look to him as I spoke and 
instead plucked at the grass close to me. He may have said he forgave me, but it just made me 
feel more shitty. I didn't deserve his stupid forgiveness. 


"I was busy" he replied with a touch of discomfort, and I dared to glance at him from the 
comer of my eye. 


"Huh, you're living in my head. How busy can you be?" I barked and he flinched where he 
sat a few feet away. 


"Well, I'm not the only one here" he replied with an uncomfortable glance my way. When I 
shot him another glare, he elaborated. 


"One For All carried all of the previous users too. So, I'm with them most of the time" he 
replied as he scratched at his cheek nervously. I got the feeling this was territory I wasn't 
supposed to know about. 


"So, what, you were having a party or something?’ I grumbled and I saw him shake his head. 


"Now that I'm one of them, in the sense that I'm dead," he added, "I've been able to get to 
know them a bit better and they aren't too happy with me" he smiled sheepishly at that. 


"Huh?" 


"Well" he began and turned his body to face me directly. I didn't return the motion, but 
continued to watch him from the side. 


"When I had One For All, and All Might too, the previous vestiges never really made 
themselves known and the only time I ever saw them was in the occasional dream or when 
Shinso used his quirk on me, but I still never spoke to them. Anyway," he cut off his own 
rambling and began to wave a finger through the air as he spoke to keep himself on track. 


"Pretty much they aren't happy with me because I've been spending time out here with you 
instead of with them, or like, staying inside the confines of One For All, if that makes sense?" 
I was sceptical for a moment before I finally nodded in understanding and he continued on, 


"they don't want me spending time with you like this" he finished flatly and brought his knees 
up to his chest and rested his cheek on them. 


"So what, you're not allowed to talk to me? Were they keeping you prisoner or some shit?" I 
growled in question and Deku sat up straighter. 


"No, no" he waved his hands, "I was just trying to listen to them so I tried to stay away, but I 
could tell you were having another bad dream. You just got to this one before I did this time" 
his voice cracked, and I could pick up how my state during the bad dream had caused him 
stress. Even subconsciously I was hurting him. 


"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" I growled out instead. Deku looked to me with 
some confusion, so I rolled my eyes and elaborated, "another bad dream. I got there before 
you, this time" I repeated. His green eyes glanced away. 


"You've been having bad dreams almost every night Kacchan" he told me, eyes flicking my 
way and then away again. 


"No I haven't" I barked back, turning my face to him. 


"You have," he pushed quietly, "I've just been trying to keep them from you" he rubbed the 
back of his head and his mouth pressed into an uncertain wobbly line. 


"You fucking with my head?" I hissed in question. His shoulders tensed at my tone 
"I didn't want you to see them" he replied meekly, "I didn't want them to upset you" 


"That's not for you to decide" I hissed again in warning. I must have pushed a button because 
his back straightened and he looked to me, his eyes were hard and firm. 


"Would you prefer to watch me die all over again every night instead?" he bit back. I didn't 
have anything to reply with, so I just glared back at him. Good intentions or not, shielding me 
from my own dreams felt weird and I didn't know how to feel about it beyond that. I did feel 
anger, though that was my usual go to. 


"So what, you watch it instead?" I asked after a tense moment of him staring at me. He turned 
his face away, his shoulders falling back down. He didn't answer. I figured this was why my 
dreams had either been interactions with Deku or nothing at all. He was trying to stay away 
from me and instead of interacting with me directly, would experience my bad dreams in my 
place, trying to shield me from my own mind and I had to admit to myself that part of me 
was grateful. If the dreams were really of that, then I would have woken up a panicked mess 
most mornings. 


"So now what then?" I asked with a grumble and Deku just looked to me with confusion, his 
earlier emotions having fizzled away "does this mean your going to stay with them?" 


"I don't know" he replied quietly, looking away again "I think maybe I should spend less time 
with you at least. See how you go without me" he wouldn't look my way and I could hear the 
sadness in his voice. He looked like he was about to say more before he clamped his mouth 


shut and blinked my way almost with sadness. I narrowed my eyes at him before a buzzing 
started to fill the air around us and I scrunched up my face against the barrage of sound, 
getting more annoying until it dawned on me what it was. 


I woke up suddenly to the sound of my alarm blaring on the bedside, ripped from my dream. 
My alarm was always sudden and startling, the better to wake me with, rather than a slow and 
peaceful build up like some, something I would have to change. It would wake me so 
suddenly that a second after I would hear it in my dream, I was torn from it. I didn't get to 
finish that discussion with Deku. I could see where he was coming from, even if I didn't want 
to. He was a part of the quirk now and he should act like it. If the vestiges kept themselves 
hidden, then I could see why they wouldn't be too pleased about him spending time with me 
and protecting me from my own bad dreams, though I couldn't see why it had to be that way. 
Part of me wanted to try to go back to sleep, but I had skipped over my morning exercises the 
day before for the funeral and I didn't want to skip them again, so I forced myself to get up. I 
felt exhausted from lack of sleep, or in this case, mentally so. My body had slept, but my 
mind hadn't as Deku put it and time passed so differently in the dreams that what felt like 
only an hour or two in there, was closer to six or more out here. 


Chapter 9 


It was Sunday, so no classes, but I had something else on my mind and wondered if All 
Might was back on campus. After my usual morning routine exercises and a shower, I visited 
the faculty office to check. With the teachers living on campus the one up side was that if you 
ever needed them, they were around and they would often still come to their offices to work. 
I saw Present Mic in there and he let me know that All Might was around but had ducked out 
for some fresh air a little while ago, so I went for a walk myself. I wouldn't know where All 
Might would have gone so I chose to forget about it and stuffed my hands in my pockets as I 
headed back outside. The thought crossed my mind to find a secluded spot and try out my 
quirk to find out if its strength had changed due to One For All. I had been so lost in thought 
that I hadn't heard All Might call to me at first. 


"Young Bakugo!" he called out with a wave as he approached me from another path. I 
stopped and waited for him to reach me. I knew I had things to talk to him about, but it all 
brought such unpleasant feelings with it that pushing the words out would be hard. 


"You out for a walk too?" he grinned when he reached me. I nodded with gave a grunt of 
confirmation and then stepped forward to keep walking. I figured he would follow me to 
keep talking. If he didn't, well, that was one more day without having to talk about such 
things. 


"I heard from Aizawa that you got injured in the practical exercise the other day" he said as 
he tagged along my path. 


"I got distracted for a moment, that's all" I replied flatly. 


"Has something been on your mind?" he asked as our path was swallowed up by trees. I 
continued in silence for a moment. Yes, there were many things on my mind that were 
starting to weigh me down more and more. 


"If it's about Midoriya," he continued more gently, "it was not your fault" sometimes he was a 
total idiot of a teacher. Other times he hit the nail on the head and today it hurt. I turned on 
him, the rage, sadness and guilt suddenly overwhelming me, and I could already feel myself 
getting emotional. All Might had seen me cry once before. I didn't want to seem weak in 
front if him again. Not now. 


"Of course it's my fault!" I spewed back at him, my voice chocking on my raw emotions, "It's 
all my fault. None of this would have ever happened if it wasn't for me" 


"Bakugo," All Might spoke softly, trying to calm me. I could see my outburst had surprised 
him, but his concern for me outweighed everything else. 


"It's not your fault," he repeated, "you heard what Aizawa said about the woman's quirk. No 
one could have helped Midoriya" he lifted a hand to touch my shoulder, but I swatted it away 
harshly. 


"You don't understand" I growled back through clenched teeth. I looked down at the ground 
between us, tears starting to form. God, I hated how much of a little wuss I was being lately. I 
felt like I was crying all the time and I hated it. 


"Then explain it to me" he spoke more quietly, but with a firm sense of authority and it 
washed away some of my anger. I clenched my fists tight enough to hurt to help stop my 
voice from chocking. 


"That day you met Deku," I began, "I told him to kill himself" the words scratched my throat 
on their way out. I had never said it aloud to anyone before and | didn't want to look up at 
him, I was so ashamed. 


"After school he went up to the roof and I was scared he was actually going to do it, but he 
didn't" a chocked sob escaped me, "he left school later than normal and because of that he 
saw the sludge villain get me and met you" I paused for a moment to stop my voice from 
shaking. I had expected All Might to say something, reach out to me again, but he didn't and 
that stung me even more. 


"Don't you see," I cracked, "if it wasn't for me none of this would have happened. He never 
would have met you. He never would have gotten your stupid quirk. He never would have 
made it into U.A. He never would have been training to become a damn hero. Then he never 
would have died" I chocked out the last part and if my fingernails had been any longer, my 
balled fists would have been dripping blood. An uncomfortable silence passed between us 
and I thought he would never speak to me again. I was seconds away from deciding to turn 
and walk away. After the shame I had just exposed, I would walk right off campus and never 
come back. 


"Bakugo" spoke All Might, his voice hard and strong and I tensed up, "look at me" he 
demanded and I slowly lifted my gaze to him. I was actually scared he would be scowling 
down at me. Tell me I was a disgrace, anything, but instead he was crying silently from one 
eye. He stepped forward and wrapped his arms around me comfortingly. 


"It is not your fault" he repeated, "No one could see that things would have turned out the 
way they have and it's out of everyone's control. It is not your fault at all" he finished and 
pulled away. The strength and certainty of his words had silenced most of the turmoil inside 
me for the moment and I took a deep shuddering breath. 


"There's more" I spoke up and All Might waited patiently for me to continue, but I couldn't 
meet his eyes, "Deku passed One For All to me" All Might almost flinched back at my words 
and his mouth opened slightly with speechless shock, "and" I continued, "I've been seeing 
Deku, in my dreams" he went to speak when I cut him off to add; "and it's really him. I didn't 
believe it at first, but it really is him". 


All Might looked thoughtful for a long moment before embracing me in a sudden hug again. 
This one held more energy than the last one. That one had been comforting, this one held 
more hope in it. Deku had said just as much. That telling All Might about One For All would 
give him hope again. We started walking down the pathway through the trees again and I 
went on to tell him about my previous meetings with Deku in my dreams, the things he had 
said, how he seemed and how the other vestiges weren't happy with him currently. I even told 


him how Deku had invaded one of my dreams, or nightmare would be more accurate, and 
changed its outcome and that he had been keeping other bad dreams from me. All Might 
listened on with interest and asked very few questions. When he did have anything to ask, it 
was more to see how Deku was doing mentally with the circumstances than anything. Deku 
had never seemed bothered with the fact that he was dead, maybe that was just a predisposed 
position when you become part of the quirk, otherwise everyone would be miserable or hold 
regrets for a long time I guessed. I still hadn't asked Deku if he had picked up anything from 
the funeral or how he actually felt about his own death. 


"Personally, I never met any of the previous holders of One For All," he commented as we 
walked, "and my predecessor had very little contact with them from what she had told me. 
Young Midoriya didn't engage with them much, but he did glimpse them more than we both 
had so I was never very good at giving him guidance where those matters were concerned. 
But you say young Midoriya comes to you in your dreams," I nodded, "then it seems he is 
stepping out of your subconscious, where the other vestiges reside inside the quirk, to your 
conscious mind to speak to you" 


"So, I have a bunch of dead people hiding in the back of my head?" I asked with a frown. 
Deku I could deal with for now. A bunch of randoms. Not so much. 


"Well, I'd say there are more layers to it then that," he stopped and used his hands as walls to 
explain, "You have your consciousness where you actively think things out, then your 
subconscious which is like a computer doing a lot of work in the background you're not 
aware of. Then you have the subconscious of the quirk which would keep all the thoughts 
and feelings of the past users tucked away from your own. Young Midoriya is somewhere 
between all that I would say" he wasn't very good with the technical stuff, but he had held 
One For All longer than Deku had. I would expect him to understand it better than I did. 


"That would explain why he only picks up on somethings I feel or that happens around me" I 
thought aloud. 


"He can hear things?" asked All Might a little shocked. 


"Yeah, it's annoying actually. Sometimes I think something, and he picks up on it or the other 
day he heard something Mr. Aizawa had said to me and he pretty much repeated it back to 
me" I had been slightly interested when I had started to speak about it, but that quickly 
dissolved into annoyance at the fact that my life wasn't so private anymore. 


"I think that's not a bad thing" smiled All Might at the thought, "perhaps there are times when 
he is closer to your consciousness than your subconscious so he would pick up on things 
around you" that made sense, but I was still annoyed about it regardless, "and how do you fell 
about it?" he asked as we reached the end of the trees and stepped out to a grassy area that 
lead off to the dorms. 


"I don't know" I replied honestly. Having Deku in my head made me feel a lot of different 
things and sometimes it was all a bit too much. Being around him was both exhausting and 
relaxing. Soothing and anger inducing. 


"Perhaps this is a good chance for you to reconcile some of your feelings with him" All 
Might offered with a small gentle smile, "things may become clearer to you then" he stepped 
back to leave the way he had come, back to the main building and to his paperwork when I 
spoke up. 


"What about One For All?" I asked, "How will I know how to use it?" and he shot me back 
his signature All Might grin. 


"Shut up" I growled at Deku as he lay on the grass laughing. I hadn't gotten around to trying 
out my quirk earlier in the day. I would have felt stupid for following All Might's instructions 
and when I had met Deku after I had fallen asleep, I had told him about my conversation with 
him. Of course, I had told him what advice All Might had given me in regards to One For All 
and he had just rolled over with laughter. 


"I knew it," I continued, "that old bastard was screwing with me" I clenched my fist. I would 
have my revenge. Deku sat up beside me, the worst of his laughing fit over. He even wiped 
away a tear. 


"No, he wasn't messing with you" he snickered, and I turned my glare to him, "SO CLENCH 
YOUR BUTT CHEEKS KID" Deku did his best All Might impersonation and then fell back 
again with laughter. 


"What the hell?" I sneered over at him. 
"That's exactly what he told me too" he replied when he could breathe again. 
"What the fuck kind of advice is that?" I asked with disgust, "you didn't, did you?" 


"Yep" smiled back Deku, "and I broke both my arms and legs the first time too" I had heard 
that he had been injured during the U.A entrance exam, but I hadn't heard that much detail. 


"What the fuck!" I exclaimed, and he just beamed back at me. 


I was aware that Deku had said that he would try to not be around so much, and he had tried. 
When I had realized I was dreaming I had wanted to talk to him about All Might, so I had 
called and called until he eventually showed up, looking a bit disgruntled that I hadn't even 
made it a day without summoning him, consciously or not. But overall, he was happy to be 
here, as far as I could tell. I also explained to him All Might's theory about him being in 
between my consciousness and subconscious and after he pondered that for a moment, he felt 
it was pretty accurate. 


"When you're awake, or I'm not here with you it's like I'm asleep" he commented with some 
thought, his head tilting, "and sometimes it's like my eyes open a fraction and I see or hear 
things you do, but then I fall back to sleep again. Otherwise, if I'm not like that, I'm with the 
other past users of One For All, although I don't spend a lot of time there. When I'm sleeping 
in the middle it's like I can react faster if you need me. Like I can hear you more clearly" he 
finished a little more confidently in his summary and it made sense to me. By need, I 
assumed he was talking about the bad dreams. That also explained why it had taken him 
longer to show up when I had called for him, or why he hadn't interrupted that nightmare till 
it was halfway through. 


"Those times I wake up for a moment," he went on, "it can happen at random, but it seems to 
happen more frequently if you're really worked up about something" he added, and I felt safe 
to assume he meant emotionally. Crap. There had been a lot of that recently. I let out a cross 
between a long sigh and groan about it. I was glad he didn't feel the need to start listing 
examples. I really didn't need or want reminders that he could peep into my life like that. 


"Have you ever tried staying awake?" I asked him out of curiosity. 


"I can't. As long as I'm in the middle, I sleep" he replied, referring to being in my 
subconscious, with a shake of his head. I guess I was relieved about that. 


"Is it even possible for you to stay on this side when I am awake?" I asked, meaning my 
conscious side. Deku looked thoughtful for a moment longer. 


"I haven't tried to be honest. I doubted you'd want me here during the day. I mean I would see 
and hear more, which I already know you wouldn't want, and what if you can hear me when I 
talk, that would be distracting" he answered with a dismissive wave of his hand. We both fell 
silent in our own trains of thought. I wondered if I could pick up on his feelings and thoughts 
the way he did mine, but I dismissed that idea. We were in my head after all, not his. 


"You look tired again" commented Deku after a while, "maybe you should rest here again. 
That left you feeling better last time, didn't it?" he asked, and I grunted in agreement. Taking 
his advice. I laid down on the grass, but I didn't close my eyes right away. 


"What about the funeral," I asked, "did you glimpse anything from that?" 


"I felt some emotions coming from you, but I didn't hear anything" he replied, "How was it?" 
he asked tentatively just to move the conversation along as he moved his arms to rest behind 
his head on the grass. This time I wouldn't have to grumble at him to lay the fuck down. 


"It was alright" I replied with a neutral tone, "I don't have much experience with funerals" I 
added, and he made a noise of agreement. 


"Oi, don't let me sleep in this time" I warned him and when he agreed before I finally closed 
my eyes. 


Chapter 10 


This time I woke up when my alarm went off in the morning and I had woken up straight 
from the deeper sleep, so I hadn't glimpsed Deku or the grassy hill before I woke. I did my 
usual morning routine of exercise, shower, breakfast and then off to class with everyone else. 
I still felt some weight on my shoulders from my lingering guilt and the unknown of One For 
All, but overall I felt better rested and maybe a little lighter. Some of the others in the class 
seemed a bit less tense since the funeral too. When the lunch bell rang, and everyone started 
to stream out of the class Mr. Aizawa raised a hand to catch my attention and I stayed 
standing by my desk while the last of the class filed out and then I approached him. 


"How are you holding up?" he asked in his usual monotone voice. 


"I'm alright" I replied flatly. He was not one for heart felt speeches and he knew it. He simply 
nodded at my reply. 


"You know," he began, "I used to be a student here" I wasn't facing him directly as he spoke 
and I shot him an annoyed glance to let him know I wasn't in the mood for story time, but he 
ignored me, "During my time in the hero course, one of my closest friends died during a fight 
with a villain" I perked up a little at his words, my irritated gaze washing away, and turned to 
face him properly. He wasn't one to share things either, so this was something big for him. 


"It took me a long time to heal from that. So, you don't have to push yourself and act so 
tough. Take the time you need" he finished, and I couldn't think of anything to say. But he 
dipped his head to let me know he was done, and I could leave. I hesitated for a moment 
before stepping towards the door. 


"Oh," he added still with an unenthused monotone, "also, All Might asked to meet you in one 
of the counselling rooms during lunch" and with that he went back to shuffling with his 
papers. 


It wasn't really a counselling room exactly, more like a casual meeting room. The school had 
several, but I knew which one he meant. I had accompanied Deku to several of his meetings 
with All Might before and he always used the same one. I slid open the door to find he was 
already perched on a seat that looked too small for him, leaving the couch to me. I sat down 
to one side of the couch out of habit. Deku had always sat on the side furthest from the door 
and I had always kept a good gap between us. I thought about sitting in the middle, but then 
chose to stay where I was. All Might noticed this, but thankfully didn't say anything. 


"I spoke to Deku," I began before he could speak, "about your theory of him hanging around 
in my subconscious or whatever. He agrees with you" I finished with my usual scowl. I had 
no issues with All Might, but my absence from lunch would not go unnoticed by the pack of 
idiots and I already caught enough worried glances from them still. 


"Well, that's good to hear" replied All Might with a nod. I don't think he had expected me to 
try to confirm his theory and he didn't really seem to know what to say about it, so he dove 
right into what he wanted to talk to me about, "Tonight after classes, I've booked a time slot 


for us at the USJ for you to test out your quirk and One For All. We will have two hours for 
you to try to feel things out and we can start from there" he said with a broad smile and I 
nodded, though my thoughts were elsewhere. I wanted to ask how the quirk had manifested 
in him, how it had felt the first time he used it, if he could gauge it from the feel of it, but I 
recalled that he had once said that he had a natural aptitude for it, unlike Deku. Deku had also 
told me once that All Might wasn't the greatest teacher when it came to One For All. A lot of 
the things he worked out himself by taking pieces of information from other pro heroes and 
applying them to himself. 


"Sure. I'll be there" I replied and rose back to my feet. If he had more to say about it, he didn't 
speak up as I left. I made it to the lunchroom in time to still get some food and found Shitty 
Hair and Dunce Face at their usual table. When they asked what had kept me, I just shrugged 
it off and explained that Mr. Aizawa had wanted to check in on me which they nodded to. I 
wasn't feeling too hungry, so I glanced around as I poked at my dish. My eyes glanced over 
the space and fell to Pink Cheeks who was already looking my way with a serious face and 
when my eyes struck her, she turned away quickly. I felt that annoying itch again at the back 
of my mind that she had something against me for failing Deku. I was sure others did too, but 
she either didn't bother to hide it as well or she just sucked at it. 


After classes were all done for the day, I changed into my UA gym uniform and headed out to 
meet with All Might at the USJ, ignoring any glances I got my way and thankfully no one 
pestered me with stupid questions. All Might was already there, and he decided to start things 
off simply enough by just testing out the new strengths of my own quirk. 


"For most of the previous users, One For All amplified their own quirk with the strength of 
the previous holders, allowing their quirk to be several times more powerful than it was on its 
own" he explained. 


We gave it a shot and I fired blast after blast until I felt I had a handle on it. My explosions 
came out stronger than I intended to begin with, and I had to focus on reeling them back in to 
a base level, which was far less output than I was used to. Using the same amount of output it 
took me to light our way in those tunnels, I could blast a door in just as easily. At first the 
new found strength had actually made me panic a little, glad that I had taken the hit from 
Four Eyes rather than retaliating. Things would have gotten messy otherwise. Once I had a 
base level down I wanted to see how far I could go, slowly increasing the output until I was 
panting for breath, and All Might had to tell me to stop. If I wanted to experiment further, I'd 
need a place without a roof. And I hadn't even gotten around to testing out my AP Shot, Stun 
Grenade or Howitzer Impact. 


"What about strength and stuff?" I panted when All Might finally stepped back in close. My 
body felt hot from the heat from my own blasts, and I was already looking forward to a cold 
ass shower. 


"You may find yourself a little stronger physically, but not by much. You won't be able to use 
it the same way Midoriya or I have" he replied, and I narrowed my eyes at him. 


"Huh?" 


"It's different for everyone," he explained, "both Midoriya and I were quirkless so for us the 
quirk manifested in boosting the strength output of our physical bodies. Even then it varied 
between us. For those born with quirks, it mostly works on that aspect instead" there was a 
lot to take on board with that, but something stuck out. 


"You were quirkless?" I asked with surprise, but I tried not to let it show. All Might smiled to 
me. 


"Yes, my boy" he nodded, "I received One For All from my master when I was just a teen 
too" 


"You're telling me Deku would have gotten all buff like you?" I tried to imagine it and I didn't 
like it. 


"No, no," he waved my thought away, "as I said, he manifested it differently to me" I thought 
of Deku's green sparks when every he used One For All and how it boosted everything about 
him. His strength, speed, reflexes. Shit, I wouldn't be surprised if he could have seen better in 
the dark while using the damn thing. 


"Let us pick this up again in a couple of days," offered All Might with a thought, "I will have 
to book us a different area for you to explore your quirk more. For now," he walked to me 
and patted my shoulder, lifting it before I could flick him away and continued to walk and 
talk towards the stairs — those damn stairs, I was so exhausted I hadn't even thought about 
having to climb them again and walk back to the dorms - ,"you have learnt your new limits. 
Keep them in mind when you are in training" he smiled over his shoulder and with a huff I 
followed. 


Chapter 11 


Chapter Notes 


Song: Carry You - Ruelle 


Honestly, if I had to choose one song to encompass this entire fic, this one would be it! 
When I listen to this song I imagine everything that has happened to this point from 
Izuku's perspective, quietly dwelling inside Katsuki feeling all his grief and regrets and 
just wanting to be there for him, to support him and let him know that its okay and it's 
why he's always trying to stay smiling when he sees him in his dreams. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


I didn't see Deku that night, or the next, or the one after that. I didn't seek him out though, not 
right away, as I had no direct need to talk to him other than to discuss One For All, but I 
figured that could wait at least a little while. I continued training with All Might every few 
days and I was improving quickly and getting more confident in the renewed strength of my 
own quirk. I had even participated in our practical classes and my concerns no longer slowed 
me down. I felt like I was starting to get back on my feet little by little, but the only thing that 
made me falter was Deku. I still felt guilt over many things, and I didn't know if that would 
ever go away, but after a week went by, I was beginning to worry that by somehow unlocking 
One For All, I was locking him away. I felt like he was missing from my life and I still had so 
much to say and do, I couldn't help but feel a pit of anxiety form inside me and slowly grow 
bigger each night that I didn't see him. 


Finally, when I was sleeping, I called for him again and again, but he never showed. I closed 
my eyes tightly and tried to will him there, but there was no sign of him. I felt like I had 
survived the worst of the grief of him dying due to having him with me in a different way, but 
now that I had lost that too, I was scared. I tried calling for him the next few nights too, with 
no luck. On the plus side, I had no bad dreams either, so I assumed that was his doing at least. 
Either that or I just didn't have it in me for them, which I doubted. 


Finally, I figured whatever special connection I had with Deku through One For All had 
faded and I laid down in bed, heavy with silent grief. I was glad it was a Friday evening so I 
could just shut myself in my room for a while without it being a problem. I wondered if this 
heaviness was how everyone else had felt to begin with, maybe some of them still felt this 
bad, either way, I didn't envy them. 


A thought occurred to me and I pushed myself up and off the bed and opened the wardrobe 
door. I hadn't stopped to look at them since I had first put them in there and now they were 
hidden under some jackets I had left un-hung to cover them. I leaned down and pulled out 
Deku's old red shoes that he had loved so much. Even in my dreams, he still had them on. I 
couldn't put into words how they made me feel, but among the fresh wave of sadness they 


brought, they also gave me comfort and I sat back down on the bed with them. I felt numb. I 
had nothing to do with them. I wasn't going to be some idiot and talk to them like Deku could 
hear me through them and my feet were too big for them to be of any use to me, and yet, I 
couldn't bring myself to put them back down. Eventually as I let my thoughts roam, I laid 
down on my side on the bed, the shoes still in my hands and slowly, I fell asleep. 


When I woke, it wasn't my usual dream and I wondered if I was in the middle of a nightmare. 
It felt that way. Everything was dark around me and I felt like I was caught in a strong wind, 
streaks of black clouds flowing around me. Something came in sight in front of me and part 
of the black cloud seemed to clear, and I could see a figure before me with their back to me. I 
tried to step forward but couldn't move. When I looked down, most of my body was missing, 
no legs or torso and when I tried to call out, I didn't have a mouth either. I had my hands and 
part of my forearms, but the rest of me was coated in black cloud. As the stream of clouds 
lifted away, I recognized Deku was the figure in front of me by several meters and he was 
facing a large black wall. 


Arms came fourth out of the wall and held their hands open like an invitation to join them. 
The black wall rippled as though made of liquid as the hands came through and I could make 
out several dark human shapes behind it. Deku stared back at the hands, I couldn't see his 
face, and he didn't reach out to them. Almost impatient, one of the hands stretched out until a 
woman followed it through the wall of black liquid and she stood before him, half in the wall, 
half out. She was tall and well-muscled with dark hair, pulled back and a beauty spot. Her 
face was warm and she spoke to him with a serious expression, but I couldn't hear her words. 
After she was done speaking, she lifted her gaze to look past him to me with a stern look and 
I had the strong sense that I wasn't supposed to be here. Deku followed her gaze and turned to 
see me, or what was part of me behind him. He looked shocked to see me, lost and confused, 
his green eyes growing wide. 


The woman touched his shoulder lightly to bring his attention back to her. She said 
something else and then began to sink back into the wall, her hand outstretched again for him 
to take, her face almost pleading for him to take it as the wall swallowed her up, leaving only 
her arm for him to take. Deku slowly glanced back at me and his eyes cut through me. He 
looked like he was in pain, torn between two things and he turned away again, lifting a hand 
to take a hold of the one before him, but hesitated before grabbing it. He dropped his head. I 
didn't understand what was happened, but I felt trapped where I stood and unable to do 
anything to help him with whatever the problem was. I felt like something important was 
happened here inside me and I was powerless to do anything about it. 


Keeping his head down, Deku's hand slowly dropped back to his side and he turned on his 
heel back my way. He lifted his green eyes to face me, his expression looked scared, hurt, 
sad. With no words to ask him what was going on I raised my arms up like I was inviting him 
my way and he broke into a run for me. I couldn't move as he threw himself at me, his body 
pressing against mine and forcing us both backwards, out of the black swirling clouds and I 
felt my back touch hard ground and the next thing I knew we were rolling down that same 
old grassy slope till we reached the bottom. Deku was on top of me, and he lifted himself up 
on all fours above me, his tears dripping down onto my cheek. 


"Kacchan" he sobbed and then let his body drop so he was lying on top of me, and he 
clenched fistfuls of my shirt tightly and cried into it. I was so confused by what ever was 
going on that I simply lay there like a stunned fish. When his crying grew quieter, I lifted a 
hand to poke his back and he shot to attention and got off me. 


"S-sorry" he said urgently as I sat up. I wanted to ask him what everything I just saw was 
about, who was the woman, but right at that moment he seemed so fragile that I didn't want to 
press him. I had my own feelings to sort out too while it was quiet. I was glad to see Deku 
again, concerned about what just happened, worried that Deku might leave again, annoyed 
that he had left in the first place and ignored me when I had called for him, anxious that I 
would never feel healed and like my old self again and so much more all swirling around me 
at once. I wouldn't have been surprised if I had the expression of a stunned fish on me too. 


"Uh, Kacchan?" he came a little closer, his tears stopping and his brows coming together with 
concern. I must have looked exactly like a stunned fish. 


"What the hell was that about?" I barked at him suddenly, snapping myself out of my daze 
and he flinched back. Now he was the one who was stunned. 


"Where the fuck have you been?" I demanded and rose to my feet. Out of all my wild 
emotions, I let the lid off my anger and let it fuel my questions. When Deku still didn't reply I 
went on. 


"I've been trying to talk to you for days, where have you been? I did what you wanted, I told 
All Might, I've been working on trying to get a handle on One For All. That's what you 
fucking wanted wasn't it? And when I do, what, you just leave like I don't need you anymore, 
is that it?" the longer I went on, the more my voice rose, the more stunned Deku looked and 
part of it was satisfying to watch. He deserved to squirm after ignoring me for so long. As I 
spat out my last question to him, his face dropped from stunned to pained and I held my 
tongue from going off at him again for his dumb face. 


"That was One For All and the other vestiges" he replied sadly, "they wanted me to go with 
them again and not come back," he paused and when I made no move to speak, he continued, 
"I haven't come for the past week because I've been with them. They didn't want me to see 
you and I listened to them, not going further than your subconscious" he lifted his green gaze 
to me, "I'm sorry. I knew you were calling for me, but I figured you would be alright without 
me" he dropped his gaze again, "tonight I could feel that you really needed me and when I 
tried to come, they tried to stop me" he took a moment to take a deep breath. 


"They said that if I left them again this time, that I wouldn't be able to come back" I felt like 
part of my stomach dropped and everything | had just witnessed fell into place. Deku had 
given up his place as a proper vestige of One For All to be here with me and I sat myself 
back down on the grass with my legs crossed and frowned at the ground. I wondered what 
that really meant for him, if, without One For All, if he would fade away from here too. 


"Why?" I asked, all the anger drained from my voice, "why does it have to be one or the 
other?" I asked and he lifted his eyes to mine again. 


"Nana said that if I stay out here that I'll taint you or become lost" I recognized the name 
Nana as the holder of One For All before All Might. I opened my mouth to ask what that 
meant exactly, but Deku spoke up before I could, "I don't understand exactly what she meant. 
She wouldn't explain it any more than that" he added. 


"So it's either stay here or stay with them, forever" I summed up aloud, "then you should go 
back" I said flatly and Deku seemed to wince a little. I looked away. 


"You belong inside One For All," I went on, "If you stay out here, who knows what will 
happen, you may disappear altogether. They've warned you against it and they would have a 
good reason to do that wouldn't they" it wasn't a question, but Deku opened his mouth. 


"But I have nothing to offer One For All" he replied quietly, like the words hurt to say. 
"So?" I bit back. 


"So, I'm quirkless," he sat up straighter as he raised his voice and tears pricked the corners of 
his eyes again as he looked at me fiercely, "I have nothing to offer One For All, I have no 
power to give them or to pass along. I will always be quirkless." his ferocity and 
determination seemed to fizzle away, and he lowered his voice again, "If I leave, what about 
you?" he asked with a sniffle. 


"I don't need you" I replied sternly 


"Liar!" Deku shot to his feet and was glaring down at me with both misery and anger and the 
effect made me work hard at not show any reaction. 


"I can feel it you know!" he yelled down to me, "I could feel it the whole time I was away 
from you. Your unhappiness and worry and I knew that If I had actually been there for you 
that you wouldn't have felt like that" 


"What does it matter?" I growled back and rose to my feet to stand before him, my whole 
extra inch in height working hard to try to intimidate him down, "If you stay here you might 
just end up dying all over again, then what, I'll feel the same way all over again, but worse, 
because I won't even have the comfort of knowing that you're inside One For All still, you'll 
just be gone!" I yelled back into his face, but he refused to back down. 


"Is that what you really want!" his volume dropped, but his gaze was still strong, "you want 
me to go?" his eyes shone with hurt and I hadn't even answered his dumb question yet. 


"It's better than the alternative" I spat back. 


"The alternative that we don't even know will happen or not" he shot back and despite how he 
was standing his ground, the corner of his lip quivered like he was about to cry. 


"And what if it does happen?" I asked with a degree less anger. He didn't have a reply for me 
and finally he dropped his gaze and stepped back. That was more like the Deku I knew and 
despite the wave of satisfaction I got, a spark inside me panicked that he was giving up. 


"What do you want then?" he asked, "really want, if nothing else mattered" he didn't dare 
look up at me as he spoke, but I could feel that my answer would make or break this. I was 
silent for a long moment, pondering what I really wanted and what I should tell him. The 
truth, or what was best. 


"If there were no consequences, I would want you to stay" I replied. During my thinking all 
my other emotions had faded away and I was left with only the emptiness in my stomach, 
"but that's not the case, so you should go back" I resisted the urge to look away from him and 
continued to watch the top of his head as he looked down to his feet. I could see him 
clenching his fists and see his shoulders quiver from the effort to not cry. 


"And what about what I want?" he asked gently and slowly lifted his sad gaze up to me one 
last time. I didn't want to hear what he had to say. This interaction had grown painful and part 
of me wanted to stay so I would never have to say goodbye while my other half wanted to 
turn and walk away to get it over with. He continued to stare back at me with pain in his eyes. 
I knew he had thrown me a bone and I didn't want to chase it. I didn't want my resolve to 
waver, but the idea of just turning away felt crueller the longer I let the idea sit. 


"What do you want?" I asked with a hollow voice, but instead of giving me an answer his 
expression grew more complex. His brows deepened, his eyes continued to tear up and he 
attempted to smile, but it was a pained one. His green gaze flicked to the side of me as if he 
couldn't bare to look at me. 


I turned my back on him and started to head back up the hill. Each step made my body feel 
heavier with misery, but I pushed on, knowing that despite how much it hurt to be saying 
goodbye to him this way, it had to be done, otherwise I risked him disappearing altogether. 
Even if it wasn't a guaranteed risk, the idea of it was more painful that him not existing 
altogether. One day I would live on inside One For All and what would that be like without 
him there too. I almost faltered on my path up the hill when that thought spurred me on. 
Years from now when I passed One For All on and died, I would have all the time in the 
world to resolve things with Deku. Despite all that, it still felt awful to leave him like this. No 
warm goodbyes. Even his funeral didn't feel this incomplete. 


"Kacchan!" he called out for me. It wasn't a pained voice of desperation, but one that carried 
some anger and I paused halfway up the hill. Part of me was proud to hear that he hadn't 
broken down in tears the moment I turned my back on him. I knew already from his tone that 
he was angry at me for opting to end it like this. Not the option I chose, but that I was leaving 
him without saying goodbye. I knew he was waiting for me to turn around, to say a proper 
farewell to him. To tell him that I will see him again one day and to watch me be the number 
one hero until then. But my heart was racing in my chest and my stomach was doing back 
flips, I couldn't even possibly begin to break down the tsunami of emotions that slammed into 
me when he had called out that stupid name. I thought I was being strong to walk away, but 
now I felt like I would be crushed under all the weight. I already felt so many regrets when I 
thought of Deku. Would this just be one more? 


I clenched my fists before steeling myself to turn around and face him. When I looked down 
the hill to him, he was waiting, with that sad and determined expression again. Even from 


here I could tell he was clenching his jaw and his arms were shaking from holding back his 
emotions. I was surprised to feel my eyes growing wet and I felt myself snap inside. 


"Then stay with me!" I called down to him and his body froze, it wasn't what he had expected 
from me, "Stay and live. Live through me!" I wasn't even sure if my words made sense to 
him. I was opening the floodgates and tears rolled down my face, but I wasn't ashamed of 
them this time. My legs felt weak and my turmoil inside turned to anxiety as I waited for a 
response from him. I didn't know what I was saying, I didn't know what any of it would 
really mean for either of us down the road, but here and now I wanted him to stay. 


If he were in my waking conscious, he would see more around him. See and hear what I did 
more. I wondered if that would pain him or not, but I already knew when J had asked earlier 
that he wanted to stay here. I knew already that he hadn't answered my question because he 
had expected me to already know his answer, and I had. He gazed back up the hill to me, his 
face turned from sadness to shock as if he couldn't register what I was saying and I stood and 
waited, my legs too shaky, as though if I took a step I would fall. Finally, it clicked to him 
and he closed his mouth tightly with a small smile and he ran for me. I didn't do anything 
sappy like open my arms to him, but regardless he wrapped his arms around me when he 
reached me and cried like the baby he is. 


Chapter End Notes 


Honestly this is my favourite chapter! 


Chapter 12 


When I woke, I was on top of the covers still. I sat up slowly and my head felt heavy. I 
remembered everything that I had said to Deku from my dream and now that I had taken him 
in to stay in my waking conscious, I wondered what that really meant for me and if it would 
affect day to day life. As I turned my body to sit on the edge of the bed one of Deku's red 
shoes tumbled from the bed to the ground to join its other half which was down there already. 


My shoes! Called out a voice inside my head and my hand came up so fast I smacked myself 
in the forehead. I had done it to myself, but I had been so shocked by Deku's sudden voice in 
my head that my first reflex was to smack whoever was standing so close to me, but of 
course, he wasn't standing beside me, he was in my head and I had stupidly just hit myself 
from the sudden confusion. I scowled to no one, but Deku could see it. 


Sorry, he said, but I could tell he was trying hard not to smile. And failing at it. My scowl 
deepened and he flinched away from me, but his smile remained. 


The exchange was quick, but complex and I felt my mind running behind. I could hear 
Deku's voice directly in my head. It sounded like he was right beside me when he spoke, his 
voice even coming across as louder when he called out excitedly from seeing his shoes, to 
more of a whisper when he apologized. But there were extra layers to it. It was more than 
merely hearing his voice; it was as though I could see him too. Not in the room with me, but 
in my head. I couldn't see his surroundings clearly, but it was like there was a mental version 
of me in there beside him that he could talk and interact with while still seeing what I was 
seeing. It was like I was seeing two overlapping worlds. The physical one in front of me, 
which I could see perfectly fine, and him at the same time. It made me dizzy, and I wondered 
if this is what a chameleon felt like when its eyes looked in different directions. I also 
couldn't help but note that he hadn't reacted to any pain when I had smacked myself because 
of him. 


Kacchan? he asked tentatively. 


"You didn't feel that?" I asked out loud just to focus on anything else than my disorientation. I 
was so relieved that it was the weekend, and I would have time to figure this out, if I could. 
Maybe I had just royally screwed myself over. 


No, he replied with a straight face. He had picked up from my mind exactly what I had been 
talking about. So, it was confirmed, he couldn't feel my physical pain. 


I can tell you're feeling a bit dizzy though, he added with a hint of concern. 


"Just shut up and let me figure this out" I growled back at him and closed my eyes tightly. 
When I closed my eyes, I could see Deku and his surroundings more clearly. He was standing 
in the sunlight, the gentle breeze making his hair move. Like this, it was like I was physically 
there with him myself and I reached out to touch him in my mind just to test it out and he 
watched my hand reach for him silently, already knowing what I was doing. I could feel him 


fine, as well as the warmth of the sun and the breeze. It was just like stepping into my 
dreams. 


When I opened my eyes to focus on my room again, the grassy hill left my mind and there 
was only Deku in my head. I practiced for a while going back and forth between the dream 
like realm and back to my room. If I only blinked, nothing would happen. I could only come 
back to the hill when I closed my eyes and wanted to be here. I played around with opening 
and shutting my eyes for several more minutes till I felt I had a good grasp of the faint 
sensation of my mind traveling to there and back. I could even close my eyes and see nothing 
if I chose too. 


Next, I focused on my room and I learnt that I could, in a sense, fade the image of Deku from 
my mind, like pushing a nagging thought away and then recalling it back. When I did this, it 
was like the image of Deku in my mind faded out and my head would feel lighter and clearer 
and the opposite when I recalled Deku back. He would become clearer in my mind, but it was 
harder to focus as part of my mind was elsewhere. I played around with this for almost half 
an hour before I felt I was starting to adjust a little. I was pleased that Deku had remained 
silent the entire time, letting me focus on figuring shit out. 


After that I asked Deku to talk about anything just to see what effect that had, and it was 
difficult. He started muttering on about a topic, but I tuned out of his words, hearing only 
noise. I practiced with the pushing him away like a thought and bringing him back again 
while he spoke nonstop. When he was speaking, even if I weren't listening to his words, him 
simply making noise was distracting enough for me to struggle to push him to the back of my 
mind and in effect I couldn't shut him out nearly as well as I could before when he was silent. 
Even when he was silent, I could fade him out of my thoughts, but I could still feel his 
presence, so he was never completely gone. 


I could more feel than see that he was starting to grow more self-conscious about talking 
continuously. After so many years of bullying him for it, I could understand that, and I willed 
him to keep going so I could figure this out. Inside, he looked to me and nodded, talking the 
entire time. Had he just heard my thoughts? He nodded again, still talking. That brought on a 
whole wave of questions mentally, but I told myself to focus. I could only manage one thing 
at a time. 


After about another twenty minutes of that it was good enough for me for the meantime. 
Constantly pushing Deku back and forth in my mind was exhausting. I laid back down in bed 
and stared up at the ceiling. 


Can you just try moving around without talking? | asked inside my head and Deku got to his 
feet and started pacing around on the grass, although I couldn't see the grass while my eyes 
were open. I kept my eyes on the ceiling and focused on his pacing. Even with my full 
attention on him, if my eyes were open, my sight wasn't affected. The only difference was 
that I wasn't as focused. I compared it to how you vision adjusts when you don't blink for a 
long time, even if I continued to blink regardless, that's how it felt to me. 


Already, I didn't feel as much as a chameleon as I did when I first woke up. There was a 
knock at my door, and I called out to whoever it was and sat up on the bed. Shitty Hair 
opened the door and poked his head in. I figured that this would be a good test to see how 


well I could focus on him, but in my head, he had caught Deku's attention too and he had 
paused in his pacing to focus on Shitty Hair too. With us both focusing on him, most of the 
heaviness lifted from my mind and I could focus on the red head almost as clearly as if Deku 
weren't in my head at all, or even more so since both of us were watching him. 


"Hey man, you coming down for breakfast or what?" he asked with his usual warm toothy 
smile. I had been so busy with figuring out my new predicament that I hadn't even paid 
attention to my stomach which now reminded me of how hungry I was. Although everything 
was going smoothly now because we were both focusing on the same person, being in a room 
full of people might be tough. 


"I'm not hungry" I replied. 


Liar, called Deku with a sideways glance and I shot him a scowl back to tell him to shut up. I 
must have made the face outside too because Hair-For-Brains suddenly looked like I'd just 
thrown him off. 


"You sure, man?" he asked with a little more concern, but I waved it away. 


"Did you not hear me?" I snapped ,"I'll be down later" I replied and did my best to look 
uninterested. 


"Alright" he replied with a less then believing smile and closed the door gently behind him. I 

heard him calling out to - who I guessed was Dunce Face - that I would come down later and 

not to wait on me. It wasn't my words, but I appreciated the way he had put it. With that I laid 
back down and Deku resumed his pacing. 


After another forty-five minutes or so of playing around inside my head I felt I had a good 
grasp of most things. Deku had a turn to play around, and we discovered that if he decided to 
step away from my conscious, he could, and he would be completely gone from my mind. 
When he returned, he explained that he kind of leaves to my subconscious and sleeps there - 
as he puts it - until I need him, or he decides to come back. He described it this time around 
as being asleep, but having a faint feeling of my emotions so he couldn't pick up on anything 
unless they were strong or sudden emotions, or so he thought would be the case. So, in a 
sense, I could still have privacy from him if I wanted, which was a relief. I just hoped with 
practice things would get easier. I already felt mentally drained and ready for bed, and it was 
only nine forty-five in the morning 


I eventually stepped out to head downstairs for something to eat. My movement felt the same 
as normal so other than having someone living in my head the only difference was how much 
harder I needed to work on focusing on things if his mind was elsewhere. No one was left on 
my floor and it was smooth sailing reaching the elevator and heading down to the shared 
living space. 


Just, try not to get too side-tracked, okay? This is already going to be a challenging enough, | 
warned him inside my head with a glare. 


Deku nodded but I could tell he felt nervous. This was new territory for both of us. Half of 
the class had moved from the dining area to the lounge after they had their breakfast. Some 


still lingered at the tables chatting and there were a couple of late eaters like me. And some 
were missing entirely, out on work studies. 


After getting up and eating here every day, most of the class were up and ready for the day by 
nine on the weekends with a few exceptions. I was usually up before everyone else to do 
some exercise and shower before most even rolled out of their beds, so late meals weren't 
something I did often. Shitty Hair was already at one of the tables and turned to wave me 
over after I had put together something to eat. He had already eaten and even cleaned his 
dishes already, while Dunce Face still ate seconds opposite him. I sat down beside him and 
listened while they talked about some garbage I didn't care to listen to, but whatever it was 
about, Deku was interested and listening. With him focusing on that I focused my attention 
on Ears who was sitting on the next table with her back to us, chatting away with Racoon 
Eyes about a newly released song by a band they both liked. It wasn't a conversation I had 
any interest in while I ate, but I wanted to see how well I could focus on their conversation 
while Deku was paying attention to the discussion at our table. If we could be listening to two 
separate conversations at a time and still be able to remember it, that could be useful. 


"What about you Kacchan?" asked Dunce Face, having finally finished his food and I 
snapped my attention back to the table. He was smirking at me from across the table. I shot a 
glance to Shitty Hair who looked a little red faced and diverted his eyes. I wondered what I 
had missed. I was about to play it off that I had been too bored with their conversation to 
listen when Deku chimed in. 


They were talking about girls, he told me, he's asking if there is a girl you like. 
And Shitty Hair? | asked, now seeing why he had been blushing. 


Deku gave me a disapproving look and from his mind I picked up it was because I called 
people by their shitty nicknames even in my head. 


He wouldn't say, Deku replied. 


"Why should I tell you anything" I sneered across the table at Dunce Face and took another 
mouthful. Deku rolled his eyes at my attitude, but a smile betrayed him. I think he was just 
enjoying being able to see and hear things again. 


"Aw come on Kacchan, don't be like that" he whined with a dramatic head droop. He leaned 
across the table to talk. I felt a twinge of something akin to annoyance or irritation from 
Deku. 


"I saw you watching the girls at that table, so which one?" he wiggled his eyebrows and a 
glare from me made him sit back again, but he still watched me, waiting for an answer. 


There were more girls at the table than just Ears and Racoon Eyes. Pink Cheeks and Ponytail 
were there too. I felt Deku's attention turn to that table before he gazed away, pink in the face 
just like Shitty Hair next to me. I rolled my eyes and groaned, getting to my feet to take my 
dish to the sink to clean. Dunce Face called after me to come back, but I skulked away 
outside once I was done. I found a shady place to sit among some trees and played around 
with focusing on different things with Deku. I wanted to see what happens when we both 


focused all our attention on different things and the whole experience was an odd feeling like 
a weird tug of war. When Deku focused on something harder than | did, I found my attention 
drifting to where his was and it was a struggle to focus again on my own thing, although he 
really had to be pushing to do that and it worked the same my way too. My eyes felt strained 
from the effort after a while, and I let out a long sigh and again wondered what I had just 
done to my life. It would never be as peaceful again. Deku sat down to rest too and closed his 
eyes with his chin resting on his knees. I take it back. This was peaceful when I didn't feel 
like I was fighting to look at things. I smirked to myself and stared up at the branches above 
as they moved in the breeze. 


Can you feel the breeze? | asked and Deku opened his eyes to look at me. He took a moment 
to stop and think about it before he shook his head. 


I can feel a breeze in here, but I know its not your breeze, he replied. 
What about when I ate, could you taste it? | asked and he shook his head again. 


So much for letting him live through me. I hadn't expected anything, but only being able to 
see and hear what I did didn't feel so exciting to me and although I knew he would be enough 
of a nerd to enjoy just that alone, it still felt like a piss poor arrangement. The only plus I 
could see so far was being able to talk and see each other when ever we wanted. I fully 
expected that to get tiring fast though. I considered myself lucky he hadn't nerded out or gone 
on a mumbling spree yet. I thought about the way he had reacted when he had looked at the 
girls, it was obvious that he liked one of them and I was fairly certain I already knew who. 
We had never had the kind of friendship where we would talk about girls, so I found the idea 
of the topic not for me and asked something else. 


Hey Deku, I spoke up to break the peaceful silence that had grown between us, and he looked 
to me again, waiting innocently. 


What was it like, to die? | asked and he looked a little taken back by the question before 
looking straight ahead of him again thoughtfully. I felt my question was too broad, so I asked 
something else to help him along. 


Was it terrifying? This time he was able to answer more quickly. 


No, he replied, still looking away, a hand coming up to his mouth and he pinched at his lip in 
thought as he spoke, J don't think so. He lowered his hand and turned to face me again with a 
smile. 


The dying part itself isn't great, he admitted, but its like having a bad dream. It's terrible in 
the moment, but once it's over, you don't remember it anymore. Well, I mean, I remember it, 
but I don't remember the bad parts of it anymore. His smile warmed as he spoke to me. 


And what's the parts left to remember? | asked sceptically 


You, he replied, the warmth from his smile reaching his eyes and I didn't know how I was 
supposed to react. The fact that he was in my head made things feel more personal. 


I remember the relief I felt when I came across you all. I remember how you worried about 
me and how determined you were to get us out of there, his smile grew, J remember how 
peaceful things felt when you finally got us outside and we were lying under the tree. 


His eyes closed warmly as he spoke of the day he died like they were such fond memories, 
and I couldn't bring myself to tell him otherwise. He said he didn't remember the bad parts. 
The pain and fear of dying and killing others. For me that day was the worst day of my life as 
I had watched someone that mattered to me die horribly and I had been so helpless. 


I was just happy that you were there, that it was you with me in the end, his smile was warm 
and gentle and made my chest ache in a way that I wasn't used to. 


That day must have felt like the opposite for you, he commented, and his smile grew a little 
more pained. I didn't want to talk about that day anymore. So I got to my feet. 


Where are you going? he asked as I walked on. 


"Training" I replied aloud and then frowned at myself. I didn't need to reply aloud for him to 
hear me. This was going to be a big learning curve. 


Chapter 13 


I met up with All Might earlier than planned, calling him in if he was free, which he was, for 
us to do some more training. For the last few sessions he had gotten permission for us to use 
Ground Omega which was a mostly forest with some rocky outcroppings where I could let 
loose without burning up the place. When Deku spotted All Might waiting for us at the gates, 
he lit up like a Christmas tree with tears in his eyes. I rolled my eyes at him and again I must 
have done it outside too because I hadn't even opened my mouth at All Might yet and he 
looked off put. 


"Are you feeling alright, Young Bakugo?" he asked. 

"Yeah, fine. Let's just do this" I grumbled and walked ahead of him. 

Kacchan!, Deku gasped in my ear. 

"What?" I barked back and All Might who had followed me in looked taken aback. 


"I didn't say anything" he replied, and I wanted to bark back that I hadn't been talking to him, 
but then I would have to explain my latest predicament and I didn't know how that would go 
down. 


Aren't you going to tell him?, Deku asked with wide concerned eyes. 
Why would I?, | asked back, this time remembering to not open my actual mouth. 


Shouldn't he know at least, pushed Deku and I grumbled both at him and aloud in my throat. 
This time All Might didn't comment. 


Later, I huffed back at him, Let's get this thing under control first before we go blabbing to 
everyone about it, | rolled my eyes again, but All Might didn't see. 


I had no intention of telling the world outside of All Might, if even then, and I was fairly sure 
I didn't have to explain my reasons to Deku of all people. To tell others that he was alive 
inside me in a sense would raise too many questions and potentially even leak the existence 
of One For All. Or everyone would just think I was nuts. 


With all the space I could possibly ever need to practice with my now maximized quirk I got 
to training with a few pointers from All Might here and there. My explosions were stronger 
and my usual strength ones took less effort from me. I felt like I had been given a gift of 
immense stamina more than anything else. My AP shots could go further than before which 
made me feel good. I hadn't tried anything bigger yet, not wanting to deal with the amount of 
damage dealt by something like my Howitzer Impact, but by just training like this I already 
had a better feel and understanding of One For All's power and how it had affected my quirk. 


You're so amazing Kacchan!, Deku practically squealed inside my head when I stopped to 
take a breather. He had watched on with awe as I had trained but had thankfully stayed quiet 


so I could focus on grasping the feel of the quirk. I rolled my eyes on the inside, but a smirk 
stretched my lips on the outside, something that All Might took notice of and quickly 
changed the direction of the training. 


"I think that will do for today," he smiled to me as I straightened up, "You look to be getting a 
good handle on it," he gave me a wide smile and thumbs up. Deku's focus was entirely on the 
retired hero too now so I felt like I was staring holes into the man. 


"Next session let's focus on your body's strength" he told me. 


"Huh?" I cocked an eyebrow at him, "I thought you said One For All would only enhance my 
quirk" I pointed out. I did plenty of body strengthening training in the gym already, so I didn't 
understand the need. 


"Yes, but that doesn't mean it won't affect your body at all" replied All Might with a pointed 
finger, "you will still be physically stronger than you were before so it's important to train 
your body to withstand that and to know your limits" 


"Or what, I'll break my bones like Deku did?" I scoffed with a smirk. 

Hey!, spat back Deku with an indignant glare at my jab at him. I only smirked back. 
"Well, yes" All Might answered sounding a little unsettled. 

Shit, I had done it again and responded to Deku physically outside. 


I agreed to All Might's lesson plans and we headed back through the path through the trees 
almost in silence until he spoke up again, his voice dripping with concern and sincerity. 


"How have you been?" asked the teacher and I halted, staring down at the ground. He came 
to stop beside me as he waited for my reply. 


I felt many things. Too many things inside. I was sad that Deku had died. I felt like a piece of 
me had died with him and even though he was with me now, that part was still gone, but 
whatever it was I couldn't pin a word to it and that frustrated me. I had Deku with me now. 
He was with me right this moment and yet I still felt sad over his death. I missed him. He was 
in my head, but it wasn't enough. He hadn't deserved to die like that. No one did and I felt my 
shoulders being weighed down with so much misery and regrets once he was gone. I wanted 
to make it up to Deku. I wanted to repair our broken friendship and I felt I was on my way to 
doing that but having him cheer for me while I used his quirk felt....wrong. I felt bad for 
using it, for practicing with it, for enjoying it. 


I took a deep breath and raised my head. 
"Fine" I replied and stepped forward to start walking again. 


"Bakugo" called All Might from behind me. I had paused too long for my answer to be 
believable. I closed my eyes for a second and I could see Deku looking to me with concern 
etched into his green eyes as he watched me from the hill. 


"What?" I spat back, turning on my heel to face the man. I didn't want to talk about these 
things, feelings and shit, in front of Deku. It still felt too personal. 


"Do you still blame yourself?" asked All Might gently and he came forward the few steps it 
took to reach me. I turned my head away. 


"No," I replied but it came out as a snarl, "I've already been told there was nothing I could 
do" 


"That's not what I meant young man," replied All Might calmly, "I mean about what you said 
before" he pushed gently. I knew exactly what he was talking about, and the answer was yes. 
I still blamed myself for all of this. If not for me, Deku never would have met All Might. 
None of this would have happened at all. 


I dared a glance at Deku while I mulled over what to say and he turned his green eyes away. 
He wore a small smile, but his eyes glistened with sadness, and it clicked. He already knew. I 
had thought it, so he had heard it. I let out a sigh. 


"Yes" I replied back simply. All Might touched a hand to my shoulder, but what ever words 
he spoke next I didn't hear because inside my head Deku was showing me something and it 
took up all of my attention. He wasn't using his words as he closed his eyes and he sat on the 
sunny slope of our childhood and focused his thoughts and feelings towards me and they 
soaked into my mind like water to a sponge. 


I saw glimpses, like a series of still images playing through my mind. 
Me telling him to jump off the roof. 
Him walking home after school looking defeated. 


The sludge villain attacking him. Trying to suffocate him just like it had me. I could almost 
feel myself suffocating with him. 


All Might saving him. 
Him talking to All Might on the roof after seeing his true form. 


All Might telling him he couldn't be a hero without a quirk. And more so than that I could 
feel the sting of the words as Deku had heard them, but there was something still burning 
inside him. 


Deku seeing me being held by the same sludge villain. I could feel his rush of panic and 
adrenaline as he ran for me. I could feel his desperation to save me, his determination despite 
being quirkless, his guilt. I could feel that he had been ready to die for me in that moment. 


And then, just as quickly as they had come to me, they faded away and Deku opened his eyes 
to look at me. The sadness was still there in his eyes, but his smile was a little stronger and I 
felt reassured 


"Young Bakugo, are you alright?" All Might's voice came back to me, and I blinked for what 
felt like the first time in a while. 


"Huh?" I looked to him with confusion. I hadn't heard a word he had said while Deku had 
shared his memories with me, because that was what they were. His memories and feelings 
being poured into me through our unique connection. It felt both close and intimate as well as 
a little disturbing. 


Did you know you could do that?, | asked him, and his smile grew. 


No, but I thought it was worth a try. Seemed easier than using words, he replied, I can pick 
things up from you so I figured it could maybe work both ways. His face broke into a bright 
smile, the sadness gone as he was thrilled to learn a new trick. 


Doesn't make me feel any better though, | scoffed back at him, and his smile softened. 
I know but even after hearing those words from All Might, I still wasn't going to give up. 


I couldn't speak against him. | had felt that fire still burning inside him when All Might told 
him he couldn't follow his dreams. All Might's words had done nothing more than flick water 
on that flame. Deku was many things and determined was on the top of that list. I had felt his 
determination to make it as a hero one way or the other. I wouldn't have been surprised if he 
had turned vigilante if he hadn't gotten into U.A 


Probably, he chuckled at my thought. 
Get out of my head, | glared back at him, stop reading my mind. 
He laughed. 


You invited me, he reminded me with a warm smile that spread to his eyes, and I huffed back 
at him. 


"Bakugo?" asked All Might again, his voice thick with concern. I wondered how long I had 
been standing there silently staring at him. I wondered if I had been pulling faces. After this I 
planned to stand in front of the mirror till I had this shit under control. 


"You never told me that you saved Deku from the sludge villain before me" I replied back 
with a straight face, and All Might looked surprised at my sudden response. 


"Did Young Midoriya tell you about that?" he asked, and I nodded. 
"When?" he asked 


"In a dream" I replied and Deku shot a disappointed look my way, but I wasn't ready to tell 
All Might about him living in my head yet. He already knew about my connection with him 
through One For All, but this was next level, and I didn't want to share it yet. 


"You've been spending a lot of time with him" observed All Might as we resumed walking 
through the trees. 


"Yeah, so" I shot back but it was lacking its usual fire. 

"Is that such a good thing?" he asked gently, and I stopped and glared up at him. 
"What?" I practically spat through gritted teeth. 

Kacchan, Deku tried to calm me. 


"I understand that Midoriya's death was hard on you and that you have a special connection 
with him through One For All, but perhaps it isn't healthy to hold onto him so tightly" offered 
the teacher gently but I could only feel anger build up inside me and it was drowning out 
Deku's voice as he pleaded with me to stay calm, telling me that All Might only meant well. 


"Fuck you!" I spat back at the retired hero and marched off. He called after me, but I didn't 
stop. 


What the fuck did he know anyway? He hadn't been there. 


I had pushed Deku away. I had made his life hell. I had bullied him. I had tormented him. I 
had watched him die. I had tasted his blood. I had cared for him. I had figured there was all 
the time in the world to apologize to him, to make things better between us, but I hadn't taken 
action when I had the chance and now it was gone. He was gone and I couldn't get the images 
of him dying, writhing in pain and chocking on his own blood out of my mind. It played on 
loop, the horror of it, of him dying by me. And it hurt, the memories hurt so much that tears 
were streaming down my face as I picked it up to a run, and it wasn't until I was out of breath 
and had to stop that I took notice of Deku again and my heart was in my throat. 


"Kacchan!" Deku's voice suddenly cut through the mess. 


The hill side had grown dark and Deku was hunched over like he was in pain, his teeth bared 
and tears dripping from his face. 


"What's wrong?" I asked aloud in my desperation. He lifted his pained, teary green eyes to 
me and tried to smile but couldn't. He fell to his knees on the grass, and I rushed to his side, 
hovering over him, not knowing how to help him. 


"What's wrong, tell me" I pushed with urgency and my own eyes were wide. 
"Why would you think those things Kacchan?" he groaned, and I paused. 
"I hurt you?" I asked in a whisper. 


"It hurt you didn't it?" he replied, and he lifted his eyes to mine, this time he could smile if 
only a little. 


"What did I do?" I asked, but he didn't reply. I understood and I sat down beside him, and he 
leaned his head against my shoulder as he took deep breaths, the pain passing. It wasn't 
thinking about his death that had hurt him, but the pain that it caused me that had hurt him, 
the same way I had felt some of his emotions when he shared his memories with me early but 
they had been faint in comparison to the flood I had forced on Deku. I looked his way, unable 


to see his face through his green mess of hair, but I could feel that he was more at ease now 
and the sky around us lightened like a storm had passed. 


I opened my eyes to find myself leaning against a tree in the shade. Part of me could still feel 
Deku's head against my shoulder, but when I looked over I was alone. I felt calmer to say the 
least after my outburst, but fuck did I feel exhausted. I felt like I could sleep from now till 
tomorrow. I felt like Deku and I had learned a lot today, but I hoped things wouldn't always 
be this draining otherwise I wouldn't be getting anywhere anytime soon. 


Chapter 14 


It took a few days of practicing in front of the mirror, but I soon got the hang of not showing 
my reactions to Deku on my face. I still had the occasional slip of a smirk or a scowl, but it 
was a huge improvement over those first few days of getting used to Deku inside my head 
where I got a lot of concerned looks thrown my way. 


After the funeral the class as a whole seemed to function a bit smoother, and I guessed that 
they had started to feel a sense of closure and acceptance towards the fact that Deku’s seat 
still remained empty. More than once I had peeked over my shoulder, following Deku’s 
attention to find Pink Cheeks or Icy Hot glancing over at Deku’s empty desk. Icy Hot looked 
indifferent, I knew better now that was his default face but Deku seemed to pick up more of a 
sense of the guy’s emotions under the calm surface. Pink Cheeks was the only person in the 
class who I saw openly sad, looking more so than anyone else while the rest of the class 
seemed to start to move on, trying to distract themselves from the absence that still left a hole 
inside me. 


Kacchan, Deku practically scolded. 


Yeah, I know, I know, | huffed back. I had him here, so I shouldn’t feel that way. I got where 
the nerd was coming from, but it was easier said than done to accept things the way they 
were. I still didn’t like the constant reminders that Deku would never walk through the 
classroom doors again with his big smile. Deku didn’t scold me for my thoughts this time and 
I lowered my gaze back to my open book in front of me and I froze before a wave of anger 
surged through me and I shut my book with more force than necessary. Deku inside me 
flinched, his focus having been on the lecture and Mr. Aizawa glared at me before 
continuing. Deku hadn’t seen my absent minded scribbling of his name in my book, and he 
didn’t ask what had upset me as the wave of anger left me as quickly as it had come. 


Deku worked like a blessing in theory classes. While I found myself getting distracted more 
and more often for various Deku related reasons, Deku always paid close attention to the 
teachers, and it acted like he was picking up my slack where any information I missed he 
could fill me in on. The same worked for practical exercises too, sometimes. Sometimes he 
was helpful, like he was watching my back, spotting the opposite team before I did from my 
peripheral and letting me know before they could get the jump on me, but the opposite could 
be said during close combat too as he focused too much on my moves or use of my quirk and 
who ever I was facing, and it became distracting. More than once I’d have to remind him to 
shut up and let me focus but once a nerd, always a nerd, mumbling away with his analysis. 


Something bothering you today?, he asked as I took a seat in the cafeteria for lunch. Shitty 
Hair, Racoon Eyes, Tape Arms and Dunce Face clustering around me soon after I sat. 


You seem distracted, he added. 


Its hard not to be distracted with you in my head, | grumbled back to him, and he recoiled a 
bit. 


I can leave, he replied with a crooked frown, you just have to say so. 


Tch, It’s fine, | scoffed back, and his crooked frown upgraded to a normal frown as he looked 
to me 


Sometimes you make no sense, he sighed to himself, but whats the problem?, he pushed, 
perking up again. 


Pink Cheeks, I huffed back, and I felt Deku’s attention turn to her as she sat at her own table 
with Icy Hot and Four Eyes, poking at her food miserably. I had already caught her staring at 
me before she turned away. 


What about her?, asked Deku, turning his attention back to me as I took a mouthful of food. 
Plus side: I could talk to Deku even while I ate. 


She keeps staring at me, | grumbled and Deku looked her way again before turning back to 
me with a finger on his chin. 


TI guess she has, he admitted and he should know. He seemed more perceptive than me when 
he wasn’t focusing all of his attention on a single thing. It was like my peripheral vision had 
increased. 


Idiot, I rolled my eyes at him and I must have done it physically too because Shitty Hari 
cocked a red eyebrow my way, this is the part where you tell me it’s all in my head. 


Oh, like me, the nerd had the audacity to smirk at me and I almost chocked on my food and 
he chuckled, but you’re not wrong. She has been looking at you a lot. 


Maybe she likes me, 1 replied and Deku’s face dropped, his mouth hanging open as he looked 
at me. I knew the girl liked Deku and vise versa. It was worth a tease and I smirked back to 
the nerd and he closed his mouth into a flat line and narrowed his eyes at me. 


I dont think its that, he replied while crossing his arms and rolling his eyes, but then looked 
to her again with thought. 


She looks sad, he commented. 


No shit, she’s been sad since you left, the word ‘die’ just didn’t fit on my tongue and from the 
drop of his shoulders while he watched her showed the guilt he felt for it. 


I mean she looks even sadder when she looks at you, he said without looking my way and I 
lifted my own gaze to look at her. I saw her eyes flick my way and then away again while I 
narrowed mine at her. 


Scowling at her isnt going to help Kacchan, Deku whined and threw up his arms, looking 
back at me from over his shoulder. 


Who said I wanted to help, | retorted and turned my attention back to lunch and Deku was 
silent for a long time. 


Maybe you should try talking to her, he spoke up after a while and I let out a long sigh. I 
thought that conversation had passed already. 


Why would I do that?, | asked with a scoff and Deku only turned back to look at me with 
clouded eyes that I couldn’t quite decipher. Guilt and sadness, yes, but something else too. He 
dropped the subject as he sat down on the familiar hill with a sigh and lifted his head to 
watch the trees opposite the stream shift in the wind. I watched him for a while longer, 
waiting for him to say something else, his green hair ruffled by the breeze, but he didn’t. He 
was lost in his own thoughts and I left him to it. 


Class ended and the evening at the dorms went by smoothly. Deku and I had a few new 
routines like him leaving to my sub conscious while I showered or went to the bathroom so I 
could still have some privacy. I didn’t really care about when I was changing as we had been 
sharing the same school changeroom since before middle school and I could tell Deku busied 
himself by focusing on something else while I did change. I had eaten, showered and brushed 
my teeth and was ready for bed after I got a drink from the kitchen when something 
unexpected happened. 


“Um, hey Bakugo,” I had been mid drink with the bottle pressed to my lips and head tilted 
back when I paused, lowering the bottle and turned to face Pink Cheeks who was fidgeting 
before me. Stupid Deku. So much for his radar letting me know when someone was coming 
up behind me. 


Hey!, he shot back defensively, J didn t think I’d need to be watching your back in the dorms, 
he raised his hands in mock annoyance but he was too interested in what his friend had to say 
to me to be actually annoyed at me. 


“C-can I speak to you, um, privately?” she asked. I narrowed my eyes at her and she played 
with her fingers and lowered her gaze. 


“Sure” I replied hesitantly and when she didn’t speak up immediately, too busy looking 
surprised that I had agreed, I walked past her with my water at my side and her eyes grew 
wide as she spun on her heel and watched me leave. She hesitated, looking around her like a 
lost child before she rushed to catch up to me. This time the Deku-dar (he narrowed his eyes 
at me at the name) was working and I knew she was following me without having to look. 
She held her tongue until I got into the elevator and she stepped in behind me. Her dorm was 
on the same floor as mine so I pressed level four on the elevator and the doors closed. 


“T ain’t missing out on sleep for you, so make it quick” I told her firmly without looking her 
way. She flinched at my words and from Deku watching her I knew she was getting flustered 
and lowered her head. Deku was picking up that something was wrong, but I pushed his 
concerns away. 


“Well” I pushed when she still hadn’t spoken up, passing the second floor. 
“Uh, well, it’s, ah, about Deku” she stumbled over her words nervously. 


“Yeah, what about him?” I asked with narrowed eyes directed at the elevator doors. We 
passed level three. 


“Well, I just-“ the doors opened to the fourth floor and I stepped out, walking straight to my 
door. 


“Bakugo, wait” she called after me. I opened my door. 


Kacchan, Deku whined but when I looked at him his face was sad and pleading. He wanted 
to know and with a heavy sigh, I let go of the door handle and turned back to find the girl 
looking to me like she was about to cry. Deku’s jaw tightened. 


“Spit it out already” I told her, waving at her to come closer while I frowned back to her. She 
came closer tentatively. Geez, I didn’t bite. Deku’s eyes glanced to me for a moment then 
straight back to his friend who was clearly upset about something. 


The round-faced brunette stopped a few feet from me and opened her mouth a couple of 
times before words came out, keeping her gaze down the whole time. She was starting to get 
on my nerves. 


“It’s about Deku’s death” she spoke quietly, fidgeting with her fingers still. 


“What of it?” I spoke back. For Deku’s sake I kept the anger out of my voice, opting for 
something more emotionless. 


“T wanted to talk-“ 


“For fucks sake!,” I hissed, “spit it out already or let me fucking sleep” I told her and more 
surprisingly Deku didn’t turn on me. He just watched his friend with a sad expression, still 
waiting for her to speak. 


Pink Cheeks flinched but seemed to resolve herself, straightening her back and taking a deep 
breath, lifting her chin to me. 


“T-I don’t want you to blame yourself for it” she spoke up firmly, but her eyes were shining 
with unshed tears and her bottom lip quivered. 


“Who said I blam-“ I scowled but she cut me off. 


“T know you did!” she spoke back and I frowned at her, “how couldn’t you,” she sniffled, 
“but it wasn’t your fault. Not at all. If it was anyone’s fault it’s mine” 


No!, called Deku from inside and I saw his pressed line of a mouth tremble. 


Her tears started rolling down her cheeks and my lips parted with surprise. I was not 
expecting this. 


“Tt’s my fault he died,” she cried before me, wiping away the tears as they fell, “If it wasn’t 
for me he never would have gotten bitten” she looked up at me with an ugly crying face. 


No, Deku spoke again and he lowered his head. He was trembling. 


It wasn t your fault, he pleaded to her, [t's no one’s fault, tears fell. 


She can t hear you Deku, 1 reminded him softly and he turned to me, his shoulders trembling, 
his hands balled into fists, tears running down his cheeks and his closed lips shaking. 


It’s no ones’ fault, he repeated quietly and I was bombarded by images when his green eyes 
locked onto mine that made my breath catch. 


Icy Hot, Pink Cheeks and Sparkles navigating the tunnels with Deku. 
A pair of villains appeared. A man and woman. 

They fought. 

The woman lunged for Pink Cheeks. 


Deku launched himself in the way, intercepting the woman and tackling her to the ground 
where they tussled. 


The woman’s teeth sinking into Deku’s flesh. The pain he felt from the bite. 


Deku kicking her away. Touching the wound. Being surprised by the amount of bleeding 
from something to small. 


The woman throwing him a knowing smirk and rushing for his team mates. 
Deku feeling enraged. Protective. 

Deku attacking. 

The floor crumbling. Him falling. The woman falling. 

Deku getting up sore and clearing away rubble to find the woman dead. 
Deku panicking, feeling sick, turning away. 


Hearing his friends calling to him. Him calling back that he was alright and that he would 
find another way out. 


It’s not her fault, he pleaded to me and he looked so broken, felt so broken. I could feel the 
dagger in my own chest from his pain and guilt and sadness and it ached. I had made Deku 
feel things before without meaning too, but now, I was feeling his pain and it hurt. It was hard 
to breath while both Deku and Pink Cheeks cried right in front of my eyes. 


“I’m so sorry Bakugo, he was someone important to you” my attention came back to Pink 
Cheeks and she had crumbled to her knees before me as she clutched at her chest and sobbed 
loudly, ““He’s gone and it’s all my fault. I’m sorry” Deku turned his face away from me and I 
could feel his sadness and pain flowing into me like a tsunami and | reached up to touch my 
own face. Something felt wrong. My hand came back wet. 


“Enough!” I barked at both of them and they both looked to me. It was a weird experience 
interacting with two people at once in different spaces. 


“Stop it” I spoke more quietly, “‘you’re only making him sad” I said and I didn’t care what 
my words sounded like. Any normal person would take it as meaning Deku’s memory which 
wasn’t far off of the truth. Pink Cheeks sniffled and kept looking up at me pathetically. I 
could feel Deku’s impulse to hug her, to tell her everything was fine and that she wasn’t to 
blame. I gritted my teeth and wiped my face dry. 


You owe me for this, | warned Deku, BIG TIME. 


I lowered myself to my knees before Pink Cheeks and leaned forward slowly, wrapping my 
arms around her and she went stiff in my arms. I couldn’t blame her. Hugging was NOT what 
I was known for. After a few awkward moments she relaxed and leaned into me while she 
sniffled away the last of her tears. 


“Tt’s not your fault” I told her, repeating Deku’s words, “It’s no ones’ fault. Shit just happens 
sometimes” The pain in my chest lifted and Deku, with tears still in his eyes, smiled to me 
warmly, radiating his gratitude. I knew he wanted to be a part of the embrace even if it just 
meant to hug me, but I glared at him in warning to not do that and he respected that. I pulled 
away from the brunette and stood again. 


“Better?” I asked her and she stood and nodded. Her eyes were red and puffy and would be 
for a while still, but she lifted her face to me with wet eyes and a small warm smile, her 
expression so much like Deku’s and I let out a long breath. 


“Good. Now let me sleep” I told her in a flat tone and touched a hand to the top of her head, 
she tensed under my brief touch and I turned to my room, closing the door behind me. 


But I didn’t go to bed. I closed my eyes and leaned back against my door, tilting my head 
back and letting out a long shaky breath as I let my body slide down to the ground till I was 
sitting on the floor. I opened my eyes to the dim ceiling, the light in the room still off and 
closed my eyes again. 


Deku stood before me as I leaned against a tree and he was smiling down to me with so much 
warmth despite his still saddened yet thankful eyes that I felt something inside me melt under 
the sight of it. With another long, more steady breath, I spread my arms wide with a straight 
face and Deku’s smile curled up and the warmth finally seeped into his eyes. He lowered 
himself to the ground in front of me and leaned in, gently forcing his arms between me and 
the tree to wrap around me. 


I wasn’t a hugger. That was a fact. But right now, I knew he needed it and maybe I did too a 
little bit. The pain, quilt, sadness and regret of his that had washed over me had hit me harder 
than I had thought possible and I hoped I would never have to feel such a powerful mix of 
emotions again, but the embrace made all of that melt away. 


From that day on our emotions seemed to flow through each other more freely. Before I could 
only pick up strong emotions from Deku or his intentions, but now it was like, if I wanted to, 
I was constantly aware of what emotions he was feeling at all times and vice versa. It was a 
nuisance at first but soon it faded to background noise that I could pick through when I 
wanted to and didn’t do much to disrupt day to day life any more than the nerd already did. 


Pink cheeks on the other hand became more friendly towards me after that night. She would 
smile and nod her head to me in the mornings when she glimpsed me and although I would 
do nothing more than narrow my eyes at her, her smile didn’t falter as much as it used to and 
she seemed to be coming back to life unlike her moping before. She still looked sad from 
time to time, but not unbearably so anymore and that made Deku happier. 


Chapter 15 


Chapter Notes 


Song: Twisted - The People's Thieves 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Being connected to Deku 24/7 was a whole new experience to learn in a hurry and it was a 
constant struggle to not slip up around the others. When I was alone I would sometimes catch 
myself replying to Deku out loud and I would always grit my teeth with annoyance when I 
did. If I didn’t get better at hiding it, hiding him, then I would be drowning in questions and 
unless I revealed the secret of One For All, most would probably assume I had lost my mind. 


Sure, I could make it out that Deku’s quirk some how allowed him to transfer his soul to me, 
but that wasn’t very believable and if they knew he was with me I would be pestered with 
constant questions as the extras would try to interact with him through me and I was not 
about it. 


Following that thought process, Deku wasn’t annoyed and he didn’t whine about my choice. 
He understood and most of all keeping One For All secret was more important. Even if I did 
catch him watching his friends with a sad expression often while their lives moved on 
without him and despite how much I tried to ignore his feelings, some of the sadness flowed 
over into me and I felt weighed down by it. He would always apologize profusely when he 
realized he was doing it and I would just snarl back at him. 


Dreaming was something else though. 


Like before, if I closed my eyes for a bit or to sleep, I would be with Deku. We would meet 
on that familiar hill but my dreams started to evolve beyond that. Now when I slept, Deku did 
too. He found himself unable to stay up without me, falling asleep involuntarily with me, but 
with us both asleep our dreams seemed to melt together. 


Sometimes I would have my own dreams and that was fine. It was a nice break from seeing 
the nerd’s face all the time, but other times, our memories and dreams would mix and I would 
dream of our childhood. I dreamt of Deku sleeping over as kids. Sitting together under the 
blanket after mum had put us to bed as we played with our All Might figures with a torch 
under the blanket, only in the dream, my mum never caught us. 


I dreamt of Deku and I running through the trees and across the fallen log that crossed the 
river, only this time I didn’t fall in while we ran and laughed like the small children we were. 
Catching bugs and picking flowers to take home to our parents. 


I dreamed of Deku cleaning up a beach till he was done and then running along it with him 
with and All Might until we turned to the water and splashed at each other with wide smiles. 


I dreamed of Deku’s parents arguing when he was little and he was crying, only this time he 
wasn’t alone and I took his hand, his watery green eyes turning to me as I watched with him 
so he wasn’t alone. 


I dreamed of our middle school years, but rather than me bullying him, we were friends who 
chatted and laughed together as we geeked out over heroes together during lunch. 


I dreamt of that day Deku stood on the edge of the roof again, only this time I wasn’t frozen 
in place and could reach out to take his hand and he would fall back into me with a smile. 


I dreamed of the day the sludge villain had me and I was suffocating when Deku charged in 
wearing his hero costume and this time he pulled me free from the slime with ease, his smile 
and eyes warm and comforting while I caught my breath. 


All of our merged dreams started the same. They started as memories before the other would 
find their way into it and the dream would be redirected whichever way we wanted. It was 
like we were rewriting all of our memories into happier ones together. 


Our childhood memories remained untouched by the sour moments that had ruined them. 


We could imagine how life would have been if I had never pushed him away. If we had 
remained friends. 


We could pull each other out of our bad memories and nightmares and replace them with 
something better. 


Together we were rewriting our past into what we wished it could have been, becoming 
closer, rebuilding the friendship we had lost and as I met him on that hill each night to lay 
down and sleep with him near, I couldn’t help the small smile that spread across my face. My 
shoulders and chest felt lighter as each night passed when I would wake and feel that step 
closer to repairing things with Deku. I felt I could think clearer, I could walk taller, I could 
breathe easier. I had never known how much weight I had been carrying with me until it was 
lifting piece by piece. 


Weeks passed of Deku living with me in my mind and things were coming smoother. Shitty 
Hair and a few others made remarks on me being in a better mood and when they did I would 
make a point of being shitty to them for a few days to teach them to know their place. Deku 
would try to scold me but would always end up laughing instead so it wasn’t very effective. 


There were a few issues though. 


Sometimes I wanted to be alone but I didn’t really want to share with him why. Guy stuff. 
And I guess he would get that, being a guy but it was not something I wanted to bring up. So 
I buried everything down as low as possible so he wouldn’t catch wind while in my 
conscious. At the very least, if Deku ever noticed my ‘morning wood’ he never mentioned it. 
I would get by in the shower most times when Deku would leave to my sub conscious but it 
was stupid. I felt like I was sneaking around with my own damn body which made me groan. 
Thankfully over the weeks I had learnt how to shield some of my thoughts from Deku. He 


could still pick up on my emotions but not so much what I was actually thinking of. Thank 
fuck for that. I assumed he could do the same too. 


Deku was also too attentive to the point where if the slightest thing irritated me he would 
notice and either try to figure out what had affected me or outright ask me about it which was 
annoying. I didn’t need him mothering me every time I scowled at someone and it would take 
me yelling at him to finally drop it. 


He analyzed my moves during practical classes. 
He’d mutter away during classes. 
He would pout when I would go to bed earlier than he was used too. 


He was constantly dragging my attention away from my own group of friends to see what his 
were doing. 


He whined to me for how aggressively I brushed my teeth. 
And pointed out the slightest bit of hearing loss he had picked up on in my right ear. 
I was reaching my limit. 


I had been the one to invite him to live with me 24/7 but my patience was wearing thin. I had 
not thought things through and I didn’t know that this was how things would turn out but I 
wasn’t about to ask him to leave. Deep down I was too afraid of losing him forever. I was 
afraid that he had separated himself from One For All and what that really meant in the long 
run. But I needed space. 


I enjoyed Deku’s company. I enjoyed how we recreated memories together and bonded like 
true friends and it felt like we were making up for all the years which we had lost and I liked 
that. I liked waking up feeling lighter and happier than I did before because of him. I liked 
hearing him laugh and how he shot retorts back at me with a smirk. I liked feeling it when he 
radiated happiness at seeing his friends happy around us. 


It was all the small things that made his presence a blessing and a curse and I just needed a 
break from it. Just for a bit but I didn’t know how to broach the subject. 


The final straw was when he invaded a dream of mine. We shared dreams often but we also 
had our own. As Deku put it, he usually wouldn’t enter a dream of mine unless he was there 
to begin with, like our combined dreams, or if he felt he was needed or being called by me, 
like when I was having a nightmare and he showed up in it to change the outcome. 


But this time the dream was more personal and Deku wasn’t a part of it. It wasn’t my 
intention, but after being so pent up my mind just kind of went that way once I was asleep 
when Deku interrupted and the dream faded away in the blink of an eye and we were back on 
that damn hill again. 


“What the fuck Deku?” I hissed as I turned on him. I was feeling a wave of anger swell up 
inside me and I was sure he was feeling it too judging on how he backed away a few steps. 


“T-I just came because-“ he stammered, his green eyes growing wide. He looked panicked 
and confused. 


“T didn’t call you!” I yelled back and he raised his hands in surrender. 
“But I felt-“ 
“You didn’t feel shit” I hissed through clenched teeth 


“T-‘m sorry” he stammered on, “did I interrupt something?” he asked innocently and I could 
feel it was genuine. His confusion and honesty. He hadn’t seen anything because the dream 
had ended the moment he had entered it. Thank fuck. But I was still irritated and done with it. 


“Just fuck off’ I turned my back to him, ready to stalk away. I wasn't just irritated. I was 
embarrassed and I used my anger to cover it up. If he felt my embarrassment, he would 
know. 


“Kacchan?” he called after me. 
“Stay out of my dreams Deku” I snarled 
“Kacchan!”’ 


“Just leave me the fuck alone for a while” I called back over my shoulder and before he could 
reply I woke up, blinking up at my ceiling in the dark. 


I rolled over to pick up my phone to check the time. Only just past midnight and worse, I 
woke up hard still from the dream. The woman I had dreamt of was nameless. Some model I 
had seen somewhere no doubt, but it was embarrassing regardless if I had control over it or 
not. And then I paused, cursing myself for thinking about it so openly but then I noticed the 
silence in my head. The lack of a pout or the feeling of green eyes focusing on me. My head 
was empty and at first I felt my chest tighten with panic but then I recalled that I had asked, 
or more so yelled, for space and I reminded myself not to panic. Deku had just moved to my 
sub conscious to comply with what I had said and if I panicked over him, he would feel it 
even if he was sleeping and would come back. I felt a pinch of guilt for yelling at him but 
swallowed it back down as I rolled over to sleep. 


In the morning Deku was still gone and I felt like I could breathe fresh air and for the first 
time in a long time I could jerk off in the morning and after sneaking around for so long and 
holding off it felt good. A trickle of guilt rose again and I pushed it back down as I got out of 
bed to start the day. I worked out, showered, changed and ate in peace. Class was quiet 
without Deku relaying information to me and mumbling. I had Deku in my head for so long 
that as the day progressed the lightness of my head was starting to become a little irritating. It 
felt like the anchor holding me down had been lifted and now I was floating away with the 
breeze. Or more so, maybe I had just grown too used to Deku paying attention for me and 
had forgotten how to do it. Which was stupid. 


Days passed of silence. I felt the occasionally pull from Deku and I knew he was dreaming, 
wherever he was in my sub conscious. I had felt that pull before, the pull of when one of us 


was dreaming and sub consciously calling to the other. The only times I had felt it before 
from Deku was when he was having a bad dream but that pull had felt much stronger, much 
more desperate and it had felt strong enough to wake me from my own dreams and allow me 
into his. 


The more time that passed the more empty I was beginning to feel without his constant 
presence. The more fear chewed away at the edges of my mind that if I left it too long he may 
not be able to come back. What if the other vestiges from One For All hadn’t given up on 
him and were trying to drag him back to them. But I was being stubborn and I knew it. I 
didn’t want to call him back yet. Not until I figured something out. 


From the emotions I had picked up from my yelling at Deku he had been confused and 
sincere. He didn’t see the dream. Didn’t understand what he had done wrong. And I had 
called to him. But how? I had been dreaming of a girl. Kissing her and touching her. So why 
did Deku feel pulled to me at that moment? 


“Bro, you good?” called Shitty Hair as he sat down opposite me with Sparky at the dorm’s 
dining tables. It was Friday night and dinner was up. I had been too lost in my own thoughts 
that I hadn’t noticed my face scowling into the table like I was trying to burn a hole into it 
with my eyes. 


“Yeah, you’ve been quiet for days” added Dunce Face and took a mouthful of his food. I 
lifted my gaze to him, my scowl giving way to a warning glare. They both noticed my lack of 
intensity as I lifted my head and they blinked at me. 


“You alright man?” asked Hair For Brains with a smaller smile, radiating seriousness, “you 
know you can talk to us about anything right?” 


“Yeah sure” I replied flatly and stood. Their eyes followed me again, no doubt surprised at 
my lack of snapping back. I got my own plate of dinner and returned to my seat. | ate in 
silence while the others talked around me. 


I texted All Might that night, cancelling our weekend training plans. 


Saturday I went home. I packed a bag for the night, stuffing Deku’s red shoes inside, and 
caught the train home. My parents were surprised to see me rock up, letting myself in with 
the keys I still had and while my dad looked pleased, mum scolded me for not telling her I 
was coming. 


“And what’s with the bag, you planning on staying the night? Great” she threw up her arms 
in annoyance at me, “Now I need to clean up your room” she turned to leave in a huff. 


“Don’t bother,” I spoke up, “Ill clean it” I kicked off my shoes at the front door and stepped 
inside, going straight down the hallway to my bedroom to drop my bag on my still made bed. 
I heard my mum muttering that I was a brat, but that was nothing new as I opened the 
window to air out the space and got busy giving the place a dust and vacuum and shook out 
the bed covers. Once I was done I showered and settled on my bed and passed the time 
scrolling through my phone, catching up on any hero news when I was called out for dinner. 


“So what brings you home?” asked my dad over dinner with a welcoming smile. Mum was 
smiling peacefully beside him. Despite her words, I knew she was glad I had visited. 


“T had something to return to Deku’s mum” I answered back as I scooped more rice into my 
bowl and sprinkled it with meat, vegetables and spices. 


“For Inko?” my mum repeated and I nodded without looking at her. I guessed my parents 
exchanged a look because there was no more talking or eating for a few seconds. If Deku had 
been here he would have been able to pick it up without me looking with his Deku-dar. I 
could already picture how he frowned at me almost comically whenever I called it that. 


“How have you been anyway?” asked mum to cut off the growing silence. I just hammed an 
answer and shrugged my shoulders back. I didn’t have an answer. My feelings about Deku 
were becoming too complicated. 


I stayed the night in my old bedroom, going to bed the same time I usually did but sleep was 
harder to come by this time as I thought about everything I planned to do the next day, 
mapping it out in my mind starting with Deku’s mum. 


Sunday morning I called to my parents as I left the house that I would be back later to grab 
my stuff before I left for school and dad pushed for me to stay for dinner at least which I 
agreed to, which surprised him more than anything and his jaw practically dropped. 


Deku’s place was a short walk from mine. I passed the playground we used to play at on the 
way, pausing to look it over. It had aged. The paint faded and peeling in places. In my dreams 
with Deku when we played here as kids everything had seemed so much brighter and sunnier. 
Now the place looked sad in comparison. 


I passed the street that led to our kindergarten where we had first met and had quickly bonded 
over our love for heroes and All Might and our childhood friendship had only grown from 
there when we learned that our mums walked us home the same way and that there was a 
park in between our houses. For that short period of time we had been almost inseparable. 
The thought of what we had become, how everything had fallen apart because of me made it 
feel like there was a pit forming in my gut and I walked on. 


I reached Deku’s apartment, remembering the way like it was yesterday when I had last 
visited and I trudged up the stairs rather than using the elevator until I was in front of the 
door and knocked. I heard a faint ‘coming’ on the other side of the door. Deku’s mum opened 
the door, her surprised face looking up to me as she stepped back to let me in. I offered her a 
small nod as thanks as I slipped off my shoes just inside the doorway. 


“Katsuki, how nice to see you,” she smiled to me warmly, “though I'm surprised to see you 
here” she faltered a little bit, looking flustered in a way that reminded me so much of Deku. 


“Would you like to stay for lunch?” she asked. 


“No thanks. I don’t plan on staying that long” I replied flatly. 


“Oh,” she raised a bent finger to her chin, such a Deku thing again, “well please make 
yourself comfortable” she added and turned for the kitchen to make tea. She asked if I wanted 
any and I nodded to her. She perked up a bit with something to do though I didn’t think I 
deserved to be treated like a guest. Not here. 


“Auntie,” I called her and she spun on her heel to face me while the kettle boiled. He green 
eyes opened wide and brimmed with tears and she clasped her hands over her mouth and I 
gulped. I hadn’t called her that since I was a little brat playing with Deku inside her home 
years ago. I hadn’t expected it to affect her so much. I didn’t know what else to address her 
as. Inko was too informal and Mrs. Midoriya was too formal. The rest of the words I was 
going to say died in my throat. 


“Oh,” she sniffled as she noticed how uncomfortable her reaction was making me, “Katsuki 
sweetie, it’s been years since I’ve heard that from you” she smiled through her teary eyes and 
I frowned and turned my face away, busying my eyes with staring at the wall of photos and 
auntie took the hint and went back to her tea happily. I stepped closer to the wall of photos 
that seemed to grow with Deku from the left to the right. 


On the left side were embarrassing baby photos, naked in baths and crying over dropped ice 
cream, working up to when we first met. A picture of us together with our feet in the stream 
holding pebbles we had picked out from the river bed. Another of us passed out on top of 
each other, sprawled across the couch after a long day at the beach. 


Moving on, Deku grew throughout the pictures. Deku blowing the candles out on an All 
Might coloured cake. Middle school graduation picture with his mum. Deku posing in his 
hero costume while he beamed at the camera. He held his provisional hero license in his 
hand. That same night I had lead him to Ground Beta and fought with him. 


“He grew up so fast” I heard auntie speak behind me and I almost jumped. Almost. I turned 
back to face her and she handed me a warm mug that I accepted. 


“How embarrassing” I mumbled back and auntie smiled. 


“T’m sure Mitsuki has a wall dedicated to you too” I grumbled into my mug as I sipped. She 
did and I hated it. I swear every time I came home the collection had grown. 


“You can put the bag down” added auntie and I stepped back to the dining table in the middle 
of the space and put the mug down and shrugged off the bag. 


“T brought these back” I said as I unzipped the bag to reveal Deku’s red shoes and auntie’s 
breath seemed to hitch. 


“Oh sweetie,” she breathed, “I said you could keep them” 


“T don’t need them,” I replied, looking down to them, “I can’t do anything with them 
anyway” I couldn’t wear them, not that I wanted to, and they were just taking up space in my 
closet. I had the real thing so I didn’t need any reminders of Deku lingering in my room. 
Despite everything they still made my chest ache when I looked to them. 


“Alright then” she replied softly, “Feel free to pop them in his room. I haven’t had a chance 
to do anything with it yet” her voice trembled a little bit, “I haven’t had the heart to go in 
there” she added and I nodded, picking up the bag and stepped past her to the hallway. 


“Katsuki,” she called and I turned back to look to her, “take all the time you need” she smiled 
and I turned back to head down the hallway. 


Deku’s room was easy to find even if I didn’t already know where it was, with the big All 
Might plague hanging on the door with the name Izuku on it. I opened the door and stepped 
into the dead space in the apartment. Or at least it felt dead. It felt devoid of life and cold. I 
flicked on the light, closed the door gently behind me and dropped the bag onto the All Might 
spread single bed that had been returned from the dorms before opening the curtains and the 
window to air out the place. The room was filled with Deku’s scent, even if it was a little 
stale. 


I had come to drop off the shoes that belonged here more than anywhere else but looking at 
the space that looked just as unclean as mine had I felt the desire to clean and that’s what I 
did. I went back out to the kitchen, auntie watching me curiously from where she sat at the 
dining table with her tea as I riffled through her cupboards till I found cleaning spray and a 
cloth which I dampened under the tap. I swear I heard her hum to herself happily as I passed 
her again to return to Deku’s room. 


I shook out his bed covers and laid it out again neatly to free it from dust. I wiped down his 
desk and lifted each of his All Might collectables to wipe down the shelves. I stuck my head 
out again to ask auntie where the vacuum was and she pointed out a small cupboard tucked 
away at the end of the hall with a smile. I vacuumed and put it all away. 


Auntie came in with another fresh mug of tea and I thanked her as she surveyed the room 
with teary eyes and warm smile and then departed again. I watched her go silently and felt a 
pain in my chest. I had never thought about it before, how hard it must be for her. Deku was 
all she had and now he was gone and she was alone. If I died, at least my parents had each 
other still. I wanted to do more and so I busied myself unpacking the boxes on the wall 
beside the door that had come from the dorms. 


I unpacked clothes that I put away in the wardrobe along with his shoes. Books that I put on 
the space on his shelves, figures and other collectables that I put with the others and 
notebooks that I opened the top drawer of his desk to tuck away when I spotted it. That same 
old charred, wrinkled notebook he had in middle school that I had thrown away. I put his 
other notebooks down and picked up his hero notebook with the number thirteen scrawled on 
it. I stood while I flicked through the pages, seeing notes and illustrations of pro heroes like 
Kamui Wood and Mt. Lady and an All Might signature scrawled across two pages and then 
the rest was empty. I flicked through to the back, knowing what the nerd was like and there I 
found another hero analysis page. Mine. From middle school. And the next page over, a 
rough design of his own hero costume. His page was note-less, only a sketch while mine was 
littered with scribbles. Notes on how my quirk worked, how the seasons affected me and 
more. Middle school me would have been disgusted but now, I was enthralled by it. By the 
amount of detail he put into it, seeing how much of me he had observed over the years. The 
words ‘amazing’ , ‘cool’ and ‘awesome’ were littered throughout his notes on me. 


I reached back into the drawer, pulling out a stack of similar note books going back to his 
first one and flicked through them. There was a page dedicated to me in several of them from 
back when we were still friends. Back then his earlier books had been more colourful, 
covered in crayon illustrations and the first one, book number one, I saw the pathetic drawing 
of me with a misspelled version of my name scrawled above it but that wasn’t the part that 
made me choke. He had drawn me as a pro hero and the costume was eerily familiar. Deku 
couldn’t have been more than four or five when he had started his first note book, starting 
with me. The crappy crayon drawing below was black with an orange cross and sported a belt 
of grenades and a black eye mask and my breathe felt trapped in my chest. 


I remembered this now. How could I have forgotten? Deku had been so proud of his drawing 
of me as he envisioned me as a pro hero that he had come over with his book in hand and 
shown it too me and I had fawned over it with him. I put the book down, backing up until I 
sat down on the edge of his bed, a hand clasped over my mouth to muffle any sound that 
escaped me. I didn’t want auntie seeing me like this. I was hit in the chest hard with the 
painful realization that I had forgotten the memory yet it had stuck with me subconsciously to 
the point that I had based my actual hero costume off of Deku’s stupid design and my vision 
was blurring from the tears forming as I tried to blink them away. I had no intention of crying 
over Deku anymore. 


I sat and focused on breathing deeply for a minute before I got up to place the notebooks 
back in the drawer along with the ones from his dorm room and closed it. I flattened the 
boxes and moved them into the hallway to be taken out later, downed the lukewarm tea so I 
wasn’t being wasteful like I had been with the first and went back out to the main room. I 
rinsed and dried the mug, taking auntie’s empty one from the coffee table as she had moved 
to the living room and she smiled and thanked me. I hummed back a reply. 


Afterwards I picked up the boxes and my empty bag and headed for the door. Auntie got up 
in a hurry to see me off, thanking me generously for cleaning the room. I stayed silent and 
nodded more deeply to her and she came forward to embrace me. It was awkward. My body 
went stiff as a board having not expected it and with the boxes tucked under my arm I 
couldn’t exactly do much in return. She pulled away with a sniffle and told me I was 
welcome anytime and I told her that if she ever needed help clearing out Deku’s room, that I 
would help. She thanked me again and I left. 


I dropped the boxes into the recycling downstairs and caught a bus to the next item on the 
agenda, Takoba municipal beach park. I had recognized the place from Deku’s dreams. This 
was where he had trained with All Might for months on end until his body was strong enough 
to accept One For All. I had visited the beach as a kid with Deku, but not long after that it 
had become overun with trash to the point where the local council gave up on it. I hadn’t 
visited it since, but now it was clean and wide open, the sun blinding me as it headed down. 


It was later than I had expected. I had wanted to make a few more stops for the day but I had 
worked right through it cleaning Deku’s room, my stomach reminding me of the fact that I 
had skipped lunch. 


But here I was. Standing on the same beach where Deku’s journey of becoming a hero first 
started. Back in middle school when he had first started training I had noticed. I had noticed 


him hovering over his seat instead of actually sitting in it, squeezing hand grips under his 
desk, how he had improved in PE classes. But I had never cared enough to look into it 
beyond figuring he was just being an idiot. 


Deku had worked so hard to clear the beach that the locals now enjoyed and yet no one even 
knew or cared who had done it. I stepped down onto the sand, reaching down to pull off my 
shoes and socks to not get sand through them. The current still managed to wash up trash 
here and there and I walked along the water line while the sun set and picked up whatever 
crap I came across, feeling annoyance that it dared to dirty Deku’s hard work. I walked until 
the sun had set and the sky had turned dark before I turned back for home. 


Dinner was ready when I walked in through the door and we ate as a family. Auntie had 
called my mum telling her about how I had cleaned Deku’s room for her and unpacked his 
stuff and when she asked me about it I just shrugged it off that I was only trying to be helpful 
after dropping off the shoes. She cocked an eyebrow at me and I honestly couldn’t blame her. 


After dinner I showered and returned to my room to gather the few things I brought to take 
back to the dorms with me. As it was, I was already going to be getting back past my 
bedtime. I was almost done when a thought occurred to me. 


I recalled the photo’s on auntie’s walls. The one of Deku and I standing in the stream, 
presenting our chosen pebbles to the camera with wide smiles. I remembered that day. We 
had been competing to see who could find the coolest pebble. A stupid competition that Deku 
had won. The pebble he had chosen, rather than one flat and perfect for skipping like mine, 
he had found one that was shaped like a perfect round oval, ovoid I think the shape was 
called. He had won because it could have passed as a small, fossilized egg which of course 
did make it so much cooler that my smooth, flat red pebble. I had thrown my losing pebble 
into the water to see how far I could skip it before we turned to our next game. We picked 
new pebbles and more jagged rocks and rubbed at them to engrave our own marks into them. 
At the end of the day as our mum’s pulled us home in different directions Deku had called to 
me, rushing over to hand me his precious winning pebble that I accepted and took home with 
me. 


The memory itched at me now and I scowled as I scanned the room, pulling open drawers 
and scouring shelves till I found it. The ovoid pebble that was so much smaller than I 
remembered now that my hands were bigger. I rolled it in my hand, taking in the smoothness 
of its perfect round egg shape when I felt something more, something not so smooth and I 
opened my hand to look. Faded with age were marks scratched into its surface. A simple 
design that you can see in just about any public space if you were looking for it. 


K+I 


Chapter End Notes 


Now that I have been re-reading this fic I realise how silly it seems for Katsuki to be 
"unpacking' Izuku's room. Surely it would have made more sense to pack things away 
rather than making the job so much more for when Inko does finally feel up to touching 
it. Although I considered editing that whole section I opted not too. I'm sure that 
somewhere in my younger brain there was a reason for this decision and even now I feel 
like it was a bit of a healing process for Katsuki himself to be putting things back in 
order, both literally and metaphorically. 


Chapter 16 


Chapter Notes 


Song: Cinnamon - Jome 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


By the time I got back to U.A it was past nine-thirty and luckily the teachers were already 
aware that I had returned home over the weekend or there would have been hell to pay, or at 
least detention. As it was I only came across Ectoplasm on my way through the school 
grounds and he was aware of my outing so I only got a brief word for coming back so late 
which I scoffed a ‘yeah’ too and rolled my eyes as he went on with his patrol. 


Inside the dorm I kicked off my shoes and found a handful of other students still buzzing 
around the common space and they called to me in greeting. I gave them a curt nod, not 
wanting to expend the energy on them and no one called to me again as I reached my room, 
shrugged off my bag and fell to my bed. 


I laid on the bed for a few minutes before I pushed myself up with a groan. I wanted to sleep 
but I still needed to change and I unpacked my bag while I was up and flicked off the light 
before falling back into bed but sleep didn’t come. I had brought that same egg shaped pebble 
from home with me and I rolled it in my hand while I stared up at the ceiling, feeling the 
initials etched into it with my thumb. 


Deku had always admired me. I knew that much. He had always looked up to me and 
followed me with wide green eyes growing up and even after I had pushed him away he was 
always still there, his green eyes watching me. I had seen it growing up, yet I had never 
understood it. It was only after our fight at ground Beta that I first realized that I had been 
wrong. He had never looked down on me like I thought he had. Instead I had inspired him. I 
never understood why he would look up to someone who had been a dick to him for so many 
years. 


I tightened my grip on the pebble, feeling it warm from my quirk but it was a comforting 
warmth. It kept me grounded and stopped me from spiralling as I reined in my Deku related 
thoughts again. I couldn’t keep him locked away inside my subconscious forever. He would 
grow sick of it and if he returned to One For All I wouldn’t be able to see him, or at least not 
as freely. Deku had only ever seen the other vestiges in rare dreams and I didn’t want that. I 
wanted Deku in my life. Every damn day. It was selfish but I wanted him to myself. I didn’t 
want him locked away inside the quirk. 


But I had to clear my mind first and figure something out. Why had Deku felt called to my 
sexual fantasy dream. At first I had gotten angry at him for it, but it was me who had called 
him. I hadn’t even realized I had been doing it, so why? 


My feelings for Deku had changed and fluctuated so much over the years. We started as 
friends. The closest of friends, almost inseparable and then once my quirk manifested and his 
didn’t that had faded away to mere acquaintances. Yet, his presence had always nagged at 
me. No matter how hard I had tried, I always knew he was there. I was always aware of him 
whether I wanted to or not. Our relationship was at its worst during middle school but even 
then he stayed in my view. At U.A I had out right hated him, angered that he had been lying 
to me and that he had a quirk. It wasn’t till I started to figure things out and then some of our 
feelings over our complicated relationship finally became clear at ground Beta that I could 
openly feel things changing between us. 


The flow changed, only lightly at first. He still got on my nerves but less and I actually had to 
put effort in to keep up the appearance of being pissed at him all the time. I didn’t want to 
deal with the looks and questions everyone else would throw my way if I was suddenly being 
nice to him. But when it was just the two of us, which was rare, I didn’t snap so much and we 
could actually hold a conversation. My anger had given way to a new type of calmness 
around him and it had confused me. 


As months passed I found myself blinking back at him with a sneer when he beamed at me 
because I couldn’t think of anything else to do when he looked to me so brightly. I was 
snapping at him more out of concern or to push him than anything else and every time there 
was an incident he always came to mind. That damn nerd. He infuriated me how he had 
wormed his way back into my life. 


But the truth was, I cared for him. I worried about him and his stupid habit of rushing in head 
first into danger. How he was too fast to put himself in danger. Always getting injured. Until 
it had led to his death. Years, no, decades too soon. 


As I felt us growing closer, slowly, I had started to envision our future together, competing 
for the top spot for the number one hero. The playful banter we could have had as we spurred 
each other on and became the best heroes. 


But now I was alone in the world and he was only alive inside of me instead of out here 
where he belonged. 


I had asked him to live through me and I had meant it. I cared for him and I wanted to be 
with him. Always. 


I let the pebble cool in my hand and closed my eyes with an exhausted sigh when I felt it. 
That nagging feeling of Deku subconsciously pulling me into his dream, only lightly as it 
lacked the urgency of a nightmare and I let my mind drift, focusing on nothing else other than 
that feeling from him until I felt my body relax and my mind reach out for his. 


No matter how many times I had felt it before, entering Deku’s dreams felt weird. Feeling my 
body wake into another version of myself that his mind had conjured and it always made a 
shiver run up my spine before my eyes would open to see the dream Deku had created. 


While my conscious merged with the body it continued to move until I was in full control and 
I felt it. Lips pressed together and I pulled away, opening my eyes to blink at Deku before 
me. I had him pinned between my arms against a wall and he blinked up at me with 


confusion as to why I had pulled away. He hadn’t notice my body shiver as I took control of 
it. 


“So, this is what you dream of?” I asked and couldn’t help but cock an eyebrow at him. 
Deku’s eyes opened wide as he realized what had happened. 


“K-kacchan!” he sputtered, his face growing red with panic, “I thought you said you didn’t 
want to enter each other’s dreams anymore” he was pressing himself back against the wall so 
hard to create distance I surprised it didn’t crack behind him. 


“No, I told you to leave me alone” I scoffed back. He changed tactics and tried to duck out 
from under my arms but I leaned forward, pressing my elbows to the wall on either side of 
him, trapping him. 


“Y-you shouldn’t be here Kacchan” he stammered back. His eyes were so wide and his face 
so red from the embarrassment that I couldn’t help but smirk a little at how pathetic it was. 


“Why not, you’re the one who called me” I replied and brought my face so close to his, our 
noses almost touched. He whimpered weakly. 


“You got mad at me for it just the other day” he retorted, his eyebrows coming together with 
annoyance as he shoved me away and broke free. I grabbed his wrist and pulled him back to 
me before he made it too far. He yelped as he crashed into my chest. He pushed himself off 
again and I grabbed his other wrist while he squirmed. 


“So this is what you think of me” I commented instead of going down that path again. I had 
been wrong to snap at him for it. We hadn’t exactly set boundaries or anything and he hadn’t 
known what sort of dream he had walked into just like I hadn’t expected this either. Although 
maybe I should have considering everything I had learnt over the weekend. Learnt about both 
of us. 


Before Deku could reply I pulled him in closer and leaned forward, locking my lips to his and 
he flinched in my grip. He stopped squirming and I released my hold on him only to have 
him shove me away again and take a step back. I narrowed my eyes at him as he glared back 
at me. 


“T thought this is what you wanted” I spoke with a hint ofa snarl. I had invaded a dream of 
him kissing me, or more so, me kissing him it seemed. But now that I actually kissed him as 
me, he was angry about it? The hell. 


“No,” replied Deku firmly, “not like this” he straightened and his face softened to a frown. 


“T don’t want you doing this just to mess with me. I don’t want you doing it out of pity 
either” spat Deku and I blinked at him, “Or just because you’re curious or — or” he 
stammered as he choked on an oncoming sob. He looked away, his body betraying him as his 
shoulders trembled and his eyes grew wet. 


“Ts it that hard to believe that I like you” I replied and he blinked at me out of the corner of 
his eye as I stepped forward to close the distance between us. 


“Tt is” he whispered back as I stood before him. 


“T like you Deku. Deal with it” I spat back but it lacked its usual venom. When he didn’t look 
to me or speak I reached down to grab his wrist again. He made a noise of complaint but I 
pushed him back against the wall we had started from and pinned him there with my body 
flush against his and I held his arms to the wall so he couldn’t push me away again. He kept 
his head low and turned away. 


“Deku” I whispered to him but he didn’t lift his head. 


“T said no Kacchan” he hissed sadly through clenched teeth and I leaned in to touch my nose 
to his exposed neck. He tensed. 


“Give it up Deku. I know you like me” I whispered and touched my lips to his neck. He 
squeaked. 


“You’ve liked me since we were kids right?” I kissed his neck again and pulled back a little 
to see his face still hidden by hair. 


“Deku” I whispered again, gently. He lifted his teary gaze to me slowly and I just watched 
until he had raised his head enough for me to lean in again. I pressed my lips to his, holding 
them there for a few seconds before pulling away to look at him again. His cheeks were 
flushed, his freckles disappearing behind the redness. 


I leaned back in again, slowly, giving him time to turn away if he wanted but he didn’t and I 
kissed him longer and deeper than before. I felt his lips start to move in response to mine and 
he relaxed against me. I released his wrists and let them fall till he moved them to wrap 
around the middle of my back as his lips moved with more energy and I felt his body press 
back into mine. Deku melted into me like butter. 


It was a moment of bliss. Our lips pushing back and forth and coming back together with 
more energy before I pulled away to breathe. My breath felt hot and heavy as I remained only 
inches from Deku’s panting, flushed face and the sight only made me want to kiss him more. 
Tears pricked his eyes and I couldn’t help but to lift my thumb to wipe them away, my 
movements slow and gentle and even surprised me. Deku leaned into my touch and I knew 
then just how strong his feelings for me were. 


Part of me was hungry for more but Deku moved to rest his forehead against my chest and I 
wrapped my arms around his shoulders loosely. That was enough for now. I was still feeling 
my heart race from it even if I had been the one to initiate it and I could feel how 
overwhelmed Deku was. I could feel his emotions drifting into me like waves on the shore. 
Excitement, fear, shock, pleasure, joy, confusion. He was a mixed bag that I couldn’t hope to 
decipher on my own. Yet I couldn't escape the feeling that kissing him was just so right and it 
released deep feelings in my chest that I never knew I had. 


“Does this mean I can come back?” he asked in a whisper and a smile lifted the corner of my 
mouth. 


“Yeah, sure” I replied and I felt a small wave of joy lap against me again and his fear faded. 


We didn’t do much else that night. We didn’t speak or kiss again but I held his hand in mine 
as the scenery around shifted and melted away until we were back on that same old familiar 
hill on a warm summer night and we both laid down on the grass to shut our eyes. The only 
difference was Deku’s hand in mine and his side pressed against me. 


“You seem to be in a good mood lately Kacchan?” smirked Spark Plug as he hopped past my 
desk in the few minutes we had left before our school day started. 


Why does he call you that?, asked Deku with disdain. 
“Huh?” I sneered at him and he stepped back with his idiotic grin 


“I’m just saying,” he continued, “did something good happen?” he cocked an eyebrow and 
my own narrowed in return. 


Why does he call you Kacchan? Pushed Deku and turned to me with a disapproving frown. 
“Like I’d fucking tell you anything” I spat back with as much venom as I could muster. 


“Oh, so something good did happen?” perked up Tape Arms and I turned my lethal stare on 
him but it did nothing to his intrigued smile. 


Kacchan are you even listening to me? 


“So, who is it?” asked Dunce Face, waving gun fingers at me, “which girl’s got your 
attention?” he asked smugly. 


“Nah,” spoke up Soy Sauce Face, “he’s been too good of a mood lately,” he commented, 
“makes me think the girl has already gotten to him” he smirked. 


Kacchan. 


“Shut the hell up all of you!” I screamed and bared my teeth, slamming my hands on the desk 
as I rose. The two nosey assholes turned to face the front and snickered. 


“Bakugo” came Mr. Aizawa’s firm voice and I froze. I turned my attention to Aizawa glaring 
at me from the front of the room and sat back down with a grumble. Deku only rolled his 
eyes at me and shook his head lightly. His small smile did not escape my attention. 


It had been a week since I first kissed Deku and we had spent every night together, sharing 
dreams, since. We had not kissed again and we hadn’t spoken about it but Deku seemed to 
have reached a new level of comfort around me. He would sleep right beside me on the hill, 
would intertwine his fingers with mine and rest his head against my shoulder. More 
importantly, I let him. I didn’t complain or resist or pull away. I let him get close, as close as 
he wanted. There was no use in lying about it when he could feel my emotions just as I could 
his. Being close to me brought him comfort and happiness and it was the same for me. 


In all honesty, I wanted to kiss him again. I wanted to roll on top of him on the hill and pin 
him under me while I felt his lips with my own. I wanted to take it further. I was interested in 
trying to slip my tongue in. Of biting him lightly. Of feeling his body flush against mine. 
Maybe next time I would try to touch him more. I hardly did anything with my hands the first 
time and the more I thought about it the more I wanted to touch him, to feel all of his muscles 
and lines. 


I hadn’t made a move since because I hadn’t wanted to push it. I didn’t want to go too far or 
too fast and risk making him uncomfortable. I didn’t know how to talk to him about it either. 
All of this feelings shit was all so alien to me that I didn’t know how other people dealt with 
it. 


I shook myself. I was in class god damnit and I had just let my thoughts drift off and not 
absorbed a single thing Mr. Aizawa had been saying. I looked to Deku for help and then 
froze. 


“Shit” I spoke mostly to myself. 


K-Kacchan, Deku’s voice was wobbly and he looked to me with trembling legs, a flushed 
face and wide eyes. He had picked up on everything I had just been thinking. I had not 
guarded my thoughts. 


“Bakugo” shot Mr. Aizawa from the front of the class 


You idiot, I spat because I didn’t know what else to do in this situation, you were supposed to 
be paying attention to class. 


How can I do that when you’re-you’re thinking of stuff like that, he retorted shakily. 


He wasn’t angry or confused, he was just surprised more than anything else and his face had 
turned fully red. 


Just drop it, | growled back in warning. I had fucked up and that was on me but this was not 
something to deal with in class. 


Speaking of.... 


“Something wrong Bakugo?” came Mr. Aizawa’s voice from much closer and my shoulders 
stiffened as I lifted my gaze to see him towering over my desk with a scowl. 


“No” I replied with a grumble. 


“Good. Then keep your words to yourself” warned the teacher with a hiss and returned to the 
front. Across the room I could hear snickering and I didn’t have to look to know those same 
two idiots were having a laugh at my expense and it made my eye twitch with anger. Luckily 
Deku didn’t say any more, turning away from me to hide himself and I pooled all of my 
attention back into the rest of the school day. 


But I knew the nerd well enough that he wouldn’t let my slip up go and I would have to face 
him eventually. It was already a miracle that he hadn’t tried to corner me or nag at me about 
the whole kissing thing already. So much for being careful. Idiot. Deku was quiet for the rest 
of the day and I did my best not to pay him any attention which seemed to be what he wanted 
too, keeping quiet and not reacting to the things happening around me so my attention 
wouldn’t be pulled towards him. Even when training there was a clear absence of “you’re 
amazing Kacchan’ and ‘awesome’ coming from him. His obvious silence to avoid me was 
irritating but at least he hadn’t retreated away into my subconscious. 


It wasn’t till I had settled into bed for the evening to sleep when I finally faced him again 
after my blunder. When I came to the hill, he was already there, sitting and plucking at the 
grass. 


“Deku” he flinched at my voice and lifted his head to look to me. 
“Y-yes Kacchan?” he asked with a wobbly smile. 
“About today,” I began. 


“It’s fine Kacchan” he cut in and stood, letting the blades of grass in his hand fall, “we don’t 
have to talk about it” 


“T want to” his eyes opened a little wider and his cheeks reddened, “I like you and I liked 
kissing you and I want to do it more,” I blurted out. There was no point keeping secrets 
between us. Not here. 


I thought of saying more to him. Of telling him that even though it seemed to come out of 
nowhere, that it wasn’t. Deku had always been special to me in his own way and I just hadn’t 
been able to see it until I had lost him. It wasn’t till he was gone that I realized how much he 
meant to me and the more time I spent with him the clearer those feelings became. I didn’t 
want to use my words. I sucked at putting feelings into words but here was different. Here 
Deku could feel what I felt and his wide green eyes relaxed and a soft smile grew on his face. 


There was a warmth shining behind Deku’s eyes that made my chest feel lighter and he 
opened his arms to me in invitation and I closed the distance between us to embrace him. 
This time he didn’t flinch or tense up or make a noise of surprise as he wrapped his arms 
back around me comfortingly. I buried my face in his hair and I felt his nose against my neck 
as he nuzzled in closer. I took in deep long breaths, savouring the scent that I had known all 
my life. Just like how my scent had comforted him when we were children I could 
understand it now as with each breath I could feel myself relax. 


I felt lips graze my neck and my eyes snapped open and my heart raced. Is that how it had felt 
for Deku? It felt good and it made me want to melt. I turned my head ever so slightly to give 


him more access and this time when he kissed my neck again lightly I could feel the smile on 
his lips. His lips trailed their way up my neck one gentle kiss at a time and I tightened my 
hold on him as he reached my jawline. He moved to pull away and as much as I didn’t want 
him to, I lessened my grip without letting go. He pulled his face away to look into mine with 
that warm smile and I knew he was asking me for it. I leaned in till our lips met and it only 
went from there. I pressed my body against his, one of my hands lifting to tangle in his hair 
as he took my breath away. 


I dared to use my tongue to lick at his lower lip while we made out and I was rewarded with a 
small gasp. He didn’t pull away at all and I took my time to reach out and explore his tongue 
with my own. | let my other hand explore, lifting up his plain tee to touch the smooth skin of 
his back and he hummed in response. His own hands moved, one cupping the back of my 
neck strongly as though he was afraid I would escape while the other reached under my own 
shirt to tickle my side as his fingers glided upwards from my hip. His touch was slow and 
gentle yet electrifying and I felt I could die happy in that moment. 


“Kacchan” breathed Deku with a chuckle as he pulled away and we both took the moment to 
catch our breath. He had picked up on my last thought but this time I didn’t mind at all. His 
cheeks were flushed and his green eyes heavy with warm emotions and I could feel the heat 
in my own cheeks. 


“You really do like me?” he asked quietly. 


“Yes” I replied without hesitation and pulled his body against mine harder for emphasis. 
Deku’s eyes practically shimmered in response before he lowered his face, smiling. His hand 
started to slowly glide up my side further and I closed my eyes to enjoy it with a sigh. Deku 
shifted and his lips met mine again and I just couldn’t get enough of him. 


I had missed my chance while he had been alive. Too prideful and stupid to look into why 
Deku had always gotten under my skin like no one else. Now that I could see it for what it is, 
I felt utterly stupid for not realizing it sooner. Just like our broken friendship that we were 
piecing back together through our new connection, now we could go beyond even that and I 
could spend time with him like this, like no one else ever had. He was mine and I was more 
than willing to be his in return. 


Chapter End Notes 


Sorry if the romance seemed to come out of nowhere or seem a little forced. Writing a 
chapter each week is so much harder than doing the entire piece at once since I am 
working on so many other fics at once (otherwise my brain would explode) I feel like I 
lose touch with them a little. Apologies. 


Chapter 17 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


As the weeks went by, things with Deku progressed. If I had thought we couldn’t have been 
any closer before, I was clearly mistaken. Now that we had connected on another level, the 
connection we shared before had opened up even further. Emotions, thoughts, memories, 
images, dreams, they all melted together along with something else. Our senses. Deku could 
already see and hear what I could, even more so at times with his Deku-dar but now a whole 
new frontier had opened up. 


It didn’t all come at once though. After sharing many make-out sessions with him he slowly 
began to gain a sense of taste from me. Unfortunately neither of us had noticed it outside of 
the world inside our heads until I ate a particularly spicy dinner and he was left red faced and 
tearing up. That was a problem and we took a break from pressing our lips and bodies 
together to explore this new sensation for him. 


From what we learned, Deku had more tolerance now to spicy food than he did when he was 
alive and we both put that down to the fact that it was technically my tongue he was tasting 
with, which sounded kind of gross. I ate food with spice almost every day and it was mild 
enough to me to not create much heat. I had grown so used to eating spicier food that without 
any spice at all things tasted bland to me. Deku could tolerate that level without a problem 
but when I pushed the limit to something that did make my mouth heat up, he was weak to 
that and would be made to suffer until I drank a glass of milk to relieve it for him. I looked 
utterly stupid now when I ate something for lunch or dinner that had a little more kick to it 
with a glass of milk. Made me look like I couldn’t handle my own meals. 


Aside from the mouth burning Deku received, most other foods I ate would go unnoticed to 
him unless he focused on it and then he could taste it too. Sadly for me, Deku liked sweet 
things while I didn’t. We were on totally different ends of the spectrum when it came to taste 
and we were both left with bland in the middle which neither of us preferred. Which is what 
led us to the milk compromise. I was just glad I didn’t have to give up spice entirely or I 
would have been pissed. 


Perhaps I should save the extra spicy stuff for when he annoyed me enough just so I could 
make him squirm and beg for mercy. A thought that made me smirk. 


“You're doing it again” pointed out Dunce Face and my smirk faded in an instant as I turned 
my narrowed eyes to him across the lunch table. 


“Doing what?” I spat back. 
“You pulled a face” he answered with an eye roll. 


“You’re a face” I shot back. 


Wow Kacchan, Deku rolled his eyes teasingly beside me as he sat in his own scape. No doubt 
the hill. 


Shut it, I shot back at him with a snarl. 


Make me, he teased and when I turned to snarl at him again I froze. He was looking to me 
with a playful smirk and raised eyebrow. The bastard. I made a point of turning away from 
him. The only times I had kissed Deku so far had been in our dreams. I hadn’t tried doing it 
while alone in my room and I wasn’t about to start now. What if my body moved on the 
outside world too. Then I would really be making faces. 


Opposite me Tape Arms snorted at my weak come back while Spark Plug blinked at me like I 
had spoken another language. I ignored them both and went back to my lunch. Mild. For 
Deku. The others had already picked on me for having spicy food with a glass of milk, telling 
me that if I couldn’t take the heat, that I shouldn’t be eating it. It only made me growl at 
them. 


With taste also came smell. I don’t know exactly what triggered that one for Deku other than 
it maybe just accompanying the sense of taste when that one developed. Out of all the senses, 
smell was probably the most useless to Deku now and he couldn’t pick anything up in 
particular unless it was really strong. Like Racoon Eyes burning some failed recipe in the 
kitchen. Sure, if Deku focused really hard on smelling things he could probably pick up 
anything and everything I could, but it just didn’t seem to matter too much to him. 


Touch was the biggest of the new senses to emerge. That one had developed after Deku and I 
had spent some time exploring each other’s bodies one night. Now that was a night I would 
never forget. 


Before that night our intimate time together had never gone beyond kissing and light 
touching. Nothing too far. Just hands running over torsos and feeling skin. Eventually it just 
wasn’t enough anymore and while he was under me I had pulled my top off and coaxed his 
off of him so I could feel closer to him, bare skin to bare skin. It had only progressed from 
there. Shirts were gone, pants followed and underwear soon after. Now that I had him all to 
myself in a different way, I couldn’t get enough of him and I wanted to experience everything 
with him. It didn’t go as far as sex. Not yet anyway. 


As our actions intensified and I finally took the leap to reach my hand down and caress him. 
It was an odd sensation. His reaction to my touch was so strong that even I felt it. As I slowly 
moved my hand along him and he squirmed and moaned under me, my heart was racing and I 
could feel his excitement and pleasure flooding into me like hot waves and I found my breath 
coming just as quick and short as his. Sounds escaped my own throat from just feeling what 
he was. It was so pleasantly overwhelming that I came from it as well without having to be 
touched at all. It wasn’t till afterwards that it occurred to me what had really happened. At the 
time I thought I had just been getting carried away in the moment and getting excited just 
because he was reacting that way and I couldn’t have known better; it wasn’t like either of us 
had done anything like it before. But that wasn’t it. 


In that moment we had crossed another sort of line when it came to our connection and I had 
felt every sensation he had and this sense I didn’t mind at all. After that, he could feel 


everything I did. When I stubbed my toe on a corner, he felt it. When Kirishima landed a 
hardened blow to my side during practice, he felt it. Whenever I touched myself, he felt it. 


That was something new we had created between us too. I no longer shut him out to my 
subconscious when I showered and he no longer looked away when I changed. And 
whenever the urge hit me, whether in the shower or not, if I touched myself he felt it like I 
was the one doing it to him. It was like ecstasy. I got to feel the pleasure of my own hand as 
well as whatever Deku was feeling from it. And I just adored the way his eyes half closed, his 
face flushed, how he panted, wriggled and moaned when I did it. Seeing him like that was 
more pleasurable than the feeling itself and I felt a possessive fire burn inside me knowing 
that I was the only one who could do that to him. It worked both ways too. If he ever touched 
himself. I could feel it unless I wanted to block it out, but why would I. 


As far as the touch sense went, it was the opposite to the others. Where as the others Deku 
would have to focus to pick up more than the standard, with touch, he had to focus to block it 
out. If he kept his concentration up he could ignore the blows from sparring. He would feel 
the contact, but none of the pain. 


As our relationship progressed further Deku would get distracted in class sometimes, opting 
to curl up against me while we listened to lectures or to try to demand my attention during 
lunch by kissing me. I knew he was just playing with me though and it became a game to 
ignore him while he poked at me for attention in front of others. Luckily he wasn’t so cruel to 
take it further than that. He knew he would have me all to himself the moment I closed my 
bedroom door for bed each night and thanks to that he finally stopped complaining about me 
going to bed so early. 


We had plenty of nights where we didn’t do anything and they were just as enjoyable even if 
they didn’t get the blood pumping as fast. I enjoyed going to sleep with Deku tangled around 
me. His head on my chest, an arm draped over me and legs intertwined with mine. Some 
nights when I closed my eyes to sleep I wouldn’t open them on the hill as often. More and 
more often I would open my eyes to my own room, yet I knew I was asleep because Deku 
was there, in bed beside me and as much as | loved it, it was a sore reminder of what was 
lost. As happy as I was to be this close to Deku like I had never been before, sometimes I 
would feel sadness well up inside me just looking into his warm green eyes as to what I could 
have had if I had only realized it sooner. When I had moments like that Deku would 
wordlessly snuggle up closer to me and I would feel comforted, burying my face in his hair. 


I tried to think positive. Plus side: no one knew about our relationship so therefore no one 
could be nosy and we never had to worry about teachers finding out. 


My friends on the other hand continued to badger me as to why I was in a good mood more 
often than not and no matter how much I scowled at them throughout each and every day, 
they noticed the change and it pissed me off that they had to keep pointing it out. People are 
allowed to change. Deku chuckled cutely against my side. 


What the fuck are you laughing at? I glared to him but he only smiled back. My glares did 
little to him these days unless I was seriously pissed off. Even then, he wasn’t fazed unless it 
was directed at him, which was rare now. 


Seems I’m a good influence on you, he smiled. I pushed his face away. 
No you're not, | rolled my eyes back in return. He whined from being pushed away. 


You have been in a better mood, he pointed out once I released him and stood. He stayed 
sitting but looked up to me. 


So, that means you make me happy. Not that you’re a good influence, | told him. 


Oh, so I make you happy? He beamed as he moved to cling to my leg and I scowled down at 
him. I tried to shake him of and his smile only kept growing. It was almost blinding. 


“Morning Bakugo” I heard a voice call and turned to see Pink Cheeks smile and nod her head 
to me in greeting as she moved to her desk. She had been doing that frequently and I still 
didn’t know how to react. Rather than scowl I simply gave her a small nod in return with a 
flat expression. Deku blinked up at me from my leg as he took in the scene and then smiled 
again, but I didn’t like that look in his eyes. 


Argh, what? I groaned down to him. 
Nothing, he answered but the expression didn’t fade as he let go of my leg. 


“Oh” Dunce Face spoke up close to me, “I see how it is” he grinned wildly. I knew where this 
was going. It wasn’t the first time they had pointed out Pink Cheeks greeting me but outside 
of a greeting here and there, we didn’t speak so I had no idea what they thought they were 
seeing. 


“No” I tried to cut him off before he went spiralling. 


“You’ve been in a good mood,” he held out a finger, “Uraraka greets you almost every day,” 
a second finger went up, “and you nodded back to her’ a third finger went up and I moved to 
swat his hand away but he withdrew it before I could. I snarled at him. 


“What ever the fuck you’re single brain cell is thinking, you’re wrong” I spat but every word 
that came out of my mouth only made his eyes light up brighter at the idea. I grumbled and 
rolled my eyes, choosing to take my seat instead. 

You never know, spoke up Deku, maybe she does like you. 

Fuck off, I scoffed, she liked you idiot. Not me. 

And I am with you, he raised a green eyebrow. 

She doesn t know that, I replied with an eye roll. 


You have been in a more agreeable mood lately. 


Fuck off! 1 bit my tongue as he looked to me teasingly and I swatted at his head lightly. He 
laughed. 


When did you get so ballsy?, I spat. 


Maybe you’re a bad influence on me, he smirked and I swatted at him again, only he ducked 
away this time with a laugh. 


Why are you so okay with this? | asked as Mr. Aizawa came into the room to start the school 
day. 


Why wouldn t I be? You’re allowed to live Kacchan. I’m not going to hold you back from 
anything, he replied and his response irked me. 


So what, you’re okay with me being with someone else? I asked with a scowl. I knew if the 
roles were reversed that I wouldn’t be and it stung a little that he was so alright with the idea. 
I didn’t pick up any negative emotions from him. I felt a ripple of confusion at my question. 


Well I wouldn t be alright with just anyone, he remarked, but Uraraka is nice and I just want 
you to be happy. He offered me a gentle smile like that was enough to soothe me. He could 
hear my thoughts and feel my emotions and there was nothing there for Pink Cheeks or 
anyone else for that matter except for him so it pissed me off that he had even brought it up 


I’m happy with you, I spat back. 

I know that Kacchan, I’m just saying- he began seriously. 

Does it feel like I feel anything for her? | hissed the question with a snarl. 
No, but- 

Shut it, I hissed, I don t want to talk about this shit anymore. 


Deku’s smile dropped and he looked apologetic though he never said the words and that was 
fine with me. I didn’t want him lame apologies. I knew he could feel he had annoyed me and 
he tentatively gave me space for the next few classes until the worst of my annoyance had 
simmered down from a boil and he crept back, being all affectionate and cutesy in a way of 
apology. Damn nerd. Yet his words still lingered on my mind for the rest of the day. 


How are you so okay with the idea? | asked him once I had laid down for the night and stared 
up at the ceiling. He perked up beside me on our hill and blinked with confusion until he 
picked up what I was talking about. I hated to bring it up again considering how it had stung 
before but I wanted to know. I took a deep breathe to keep myself calm and patient. 


Well, he began hesitantly. I could feel that he was worried about angering me again. 


I do enjoy being with you Kacchan, | turned a sour look his way, a-and I don t want to change 
that at all, he added, but I don t want to hold you back from living out there. If there is 
someone you like I want you to take the chance to be with them. 


I like you, 1 reminded him sternly. 


I know and I like you too Kacchan, but I dont want you to be alone. You know, in the future. 


Thats future me s problem, 1 grumbled back and folded my hands behind my head and laid 
down. Deku smiled down to me warmly. 


It’s too early to be thinking about that kind of shit anyway, I added with a scowl, I just want 
to enjoy what I have here. | opened my arms and Deku’s warm smile broadened as he leaned 
into me and laid his head on my chest and draped a leg over mine. I could feel the warmth, 
love and affection coming from him in calm waves and I could feel how much he cared for 
me. 


I think you owe me, I spoke up again after a minute had passed. Deku lifted his head to blink 
at me. 


You really pissed me off today, | added and Deku smiled softly as he picked up my meaning 
and shifted to sit on me. His knees on either side of my hips and he leaned in for a kiss. My 
hands went up to meet him, feeling along his torso and fingering through his hair. 


As things started to heat up from there I wanted more and more from him. Not selfishly like 
the old me would have, but because I wanted for him to enjoy it. I recalled my dad once 
talking to me about how everyone had a different form of love language growing up. At the 
time I couldn’t have cared less because there was no one I gave a damn about that way, or at 
least that I had been aware of. 


Words of affirmation, quality time, acts of service, gifts and touch were the five he had told 
me of and Deku was clearly a mix of several of those. Looking back that was probably why 
he had seemed like such a complicated mess for me to decipher. Myself, I would have to put 
under the touch category. I wasn’t any good at putting my feelings into words like Deku and I 
wasn’t as eager to help others as he was either. It’s not like I could shower him in gifts even if 
I wanted to which really only left me with touch and I suppose quality time. I spent a lot of 
time with Deku as it was, literally almost 24/7 at this point but each night was our quality 
time together away from everyone else and I knew he looked forward to it every night, just 
being in my company with no distractions. But for me, touch was the big key. I wanted Deku 
to know how much I cared for him through it, my want to make him feel good and important 
through my touch. The touch that only he received and no one else. Other than him, I actively 
avoided physical contact with people where I could. 


So I wanted more. I had already explored which parts of him took his breath away and made 
him squirm and moan. Giving him pleasure made a fire inside me burn that was only fuelled 
further by every positive response he gave to my lips and hands. I actually had to take a leaf 
from his book and focus on cutting off the sensations I received from him. If I didn’t I could 
feel every second of pleasure he did and as good as it felt - it felt so fucking good - it would 
distract me from the purpose of pleasuring him and not myself. So I put up a mental wall 
between us to dial down the feelings that I received from him, just enough for me to pay 
closer attention to his body and yet still feel what excited him the most. 


I let my hands glide under his shirt until he lifted himself to pull it off and my hands could 
trail up and down his torso, feeling every muscle moving underneath as he leaned back into 
me. I wrapped my arms around him tightly while my tongue tangled with his and I started to 
press my hips up into him. I felt a flare in his chest at the motion and between kisses I could 
hear him trying to bite back small moans that escaped him. A wicked smirk spread across my 


lips as I bucked up into him and he broke away from my lips to rest his head against my 
collar bone to catch his breath. I moved my hold to his hips and held him down against while 
I lifted my own again. Anything to bring back that sweet sound. 


I slipped my hand down his pants to stroke him and be bit down into my shoulder to silence 
himself. I growled back, enjoying the sting and pressure before he released me, his pleasure 
making his eyes flutter closed and pant as more addicting sounds rose from him. I lifted my 
head to kiss and nip at his neck enough to leave marks that no one else would ever see. My 
nickname escaped his lips in a whimper and it made the fire inside me burn hotter. I removed 
my hand, flipped us over to be above him and held him close, my teeth sinking into his neck 
while I pressed myself against him again and again. He gasped my name and I growled in 
response, leaning back just enough to tear my own shirt off and undo my pants, wiggling out 
of them and Deku followed my lead, shuffling his own down. I tore them from his ankles and 
leaned forward again to trail my lips one kiss at a time down his torso to the hem of his 
briefs. Another whimper escaped him. I hooked my fingers in the material and pulled them 
down, lapping up the mess he had begun to make. He squirmed under me. I could feel his 
fluttering gut in my own from his excitement. 


I had already decided. Tonight I was going to have him entirely. I was prepared to cross that 
line and I could feel he was anticipating it too. He made not move to stop me as I moved 
closer step by step and finally entered him. His sounds were pure bliss and after I had 
pleasured him to the point of finishing I dropped my wall of focus to embrace every sensation 
from both of us and it took my breath away. 


Chapter End Notes 


Apologies this chapter took a little longer to be release. I have chosen to focus on only 
one fic at a time to help me focus on it - and congrats, this it the chosen fic so I hope to 
power through and have more chapters soon. 


Chapter 18 


Months passed and it were some of the best months of my life. Deku and I only got closer 
and closer and our relationship was in full swing. Sex and all. He never brought up Pink 
Cheeks as a dating possibility again, or anyone else for that matter. He was wholly focused 
on me and our relationship and it felt good. I enjoyed having all of his attention and I kicked 
myself for not allowing myself to enjoy it in the past, too busy trying to keep a thick wall 
between us. 


The pack of idiots finally dropped the girlfriend talk after literally blowing up in their faces. 
Although Pinky did shoot me a skeptical look whenever a girl dared to talk to me, which 
wasn’t often. I took pride in my scowl keeping most people away from me. 


Pink Cheeks continued to be polite to me and eventually I just grew more numb to it and 
would only grunt back in response. She never made a move to be friendlier than that which I 
was grateful for. If she did I had no doubt everyone would be on my ass again over it and I’d 
rather not deal with it. 


Deku became the best partner I could ever wish for during our hero course classes. He 
watched my back, analyzed anyone I was up against while I focused on fighting until he had 
figured enough out to point out their weaknesses or a plan to take them down. He made 
listening and studying in class easier and retained any information that may have slipped past 
me. He observed and gave me pointers on One For All and how it effected my own quirk. He 
even thought of a new way to use it, creating a grenade that could release my sweat as a gas 
that would cause dizziness and other side affects that left my opponents unsteady on their feet 
and easier to deal with. 


Deku was more blessing than curse by far these days, I cursed at myself for ever seeing him 
as a curse in the past, as he put all of his time into helping me become the strongest version 
of myself I could be. I had been on the top of the class before, now I was untouchable. We 
had become the perfect team. 


“You’ve come a long way” smiled All Might as we left Ground Beta after a grueling Friday 
training session after class. I grunted a response back which he was used to at this point. 
Deku inside me beamed with admiration at how far we had come with One For All. I was 
now in full control of the output of my quirk and was just that tiny bit stronger and faster than 
I had been before. Having Deku around watching my back only increased my reaction time 
and evasiveness so it was a rare day anyone could land a hit on me, even with one on one 
sparring without quirks, they couldn’t touch me. 


“Do you have much planned for the holidays?” he asked just to make conversation no doubt. 
I knew I wasn’t the easiest student to have around. 


“Heading home for a few days” I replied, my breath coming out as steam in the cold early 
evening air. It wasn’t snowing yet, but it was close. If the temperature hadn’t been enough to 
tell me that, Shitty Hair bouncing over the weather forecast did. 


“I’m sure you’re parents will be happy to see you” he replied and I felt a small wave of 
sadness seep over from Deku. Of course. He had not seen his mum since, well, since 
whenever he saw her last before he was killed. 


“Have you spoken to Midoriya in your dreams lately?” he asked and I paused. The retired 
hero usually avoided talking about Deku if he could. I had just assumed it was a bit of a sore 
spot for him still. All Might stopped beside me, waiting patiently for me to speak because he 
knew I had something to say. Deku picked up my intention and turned to me with wide green 
eyes. 


Are you sure Kacchan?, he asked and I nodded my head to myself before taking a deep 
breath. 


“T don’t just see him in dreams anymore” I replied and dared to face All Might. The man 
looked taken aback and blinked at me. 


“T see him all the time,” I went on and All Might’s eyes began to widen and his mouth part, 
“he’s here right now” I told him and then waited. 


“Here?” he gaped, “how? But that shouldn’t be possible” 


“Well it is” I shot back, trying to hold back the bite to my words, “He’s been with me for 
months now” Deku waited with bated breath to see what our mentor had to say. All Might 
opened and closed his mouth several times while he tried to formulate his words. 


“You can hear him?” he asked finally in almost a whisper. 


“See him, hear him, feel him” I told him, “all the time” his back straightened. When he didn’t 
say anything and just stared down at me I elaborated. I couldn’t stop the words spilling out of 
my mouth. I wondered if that was how Deku felt when he muttered excessively to himself or 
if it was just the relief of sharing it with someone. 


“We share dreams and he can taste what I eat, can feel what I feel. He helps me with training 
and studying and it was his idea to turn my quirk into a gas. He watches my back and points 
out any weaknesses of the enemy” I stopped rambling only because All Might’s hand was 
placed on my shoulder and I looked up to him again. He looked mortified. 


“Young Bakugo,” he began, “this isn’t right” Deku flinched like he had been burned and I felt 
his hurt as my own. We had thought that if anyone could understand it was All Might. I 
hadn’t realized how much we wanted his acceptance until now. 


“This can’t be healthy for you. For either of you. Midoriya is meant to be a part of One For 
All. You both shouldn’t be spending so much time together” I narrowed my eyes at him, my 
growing anger being fueled by Deku’s hurt. How dare he say words to hurt my boyfriend! 


“Why should I care what you think about it?” I hissed back and Deku didn’t step in to scold 
me or make an attempt to calm me like he usually would. He was quiet and getting sucked 
into his own worrying thoughts. 


“Bakugo” All Might tried and I swatted away his hand. 


“What right do you have to tell us that what we are doing is wrong” I felt tears welling up in 
the corner of my eyes from Deku and blinked them away before they became an issue. 


“What the fuck would you know” I snarled. 


“T am only saying this out of concern,” replied All Might calmly, “I miss young Midoriya 
also, but to hold onto him like this is not healthy” 


“I’m not holding onto him like some wounded animal,” I raised my voice, “he’s with me 
because he wants to be!” All Might blanched. Deku was wounded inside and rather than 
lashing out at All Might worse, I turned and stormed away without another word. 


I walked in through the front door and was welcomed by the cheerful voice of my dad from 
the kitchen. Mum was in there also, laying out the table. She lifted her head to greet me with 
a smile but it faded in a frown. 


“What did you do to your hair?” she asked with some scorn. 

“Huh?” I shot back. 

“Don’t you huh me” she hissed, “your hair, what did you do?” 

“Nothing” I replied and turned for the hallway to drop my bag in my room. 


“You’ve done something” she continued and her voice was suddenly right by me. I felt a 
hand touch my hair. 


“It’s fluffier” she commented, “did you change shampoo?” she asked with more curiosity and 
I just shrugged back to her. I hadn’t but I wasn’t about to get into a heated argument with her 
over hair of all things, because our discussions always ended up that way. Confusion and 
curiosity radiated from Deku. 


I shrugged off my bag on my bed. My parents had been aware that I was coming home for a 
few days over the holidays and mum had already cleaned the space and opened the window 
so I had a chance to head straight for the shower before dinner. In the bathroom I paused 
before the mirror to look more closely at my hair and it took both of us staring at the 
reflection before either of us could notice anything different. 


The change had been so subtle that I couldn’t see a difference until I pulled out an old photo 
of myself Kirishima had snapped of me and sent to my phone for comparison. It was only 
then we could see it. My hair was less bristle and more fluff. It had a softer look to it and felt 
softer to the touch too. It had also changed colour, ever so slightly. As before it was a sandy 
blonde, it now almost had the faintest tinge of lime to it. Deku’s hair. My hair had started to 
take on similar traits to Deku’s and I could only gape at my reflection when it clicked. Of 
course mum would have notice. It had been months since I last visited and the change would 
have been too subtle over time for anyone at the dorms to notice. Or at least that was our 
conclusion. 


I’m so sorry, began Deku with wide concerned eyes. 


What for?, | shot back, my attention still on my hair as I ran my fingers through it and tried to 
single out an individual discolored hair to investigate further. 


Your hair has changed because of me!, he panicked and began to pace back and forth with a 
hand to his mouth and muttered. I let him be while I plucked a hair to look at. It wasn’t a 
deep green like Deku’s but a blend between our two colours. 


This is my fault, Deku went on and I finally turned to him, my eyes tracking his pacing, Nana 
warned me. 


Of what? I asked with a huff 


I’ve tainted you, he turned to me, pulling at his hair, she warned me remember. She said if I 
stayed on this side that I might taint you or become lost! 


Calm down, | huffed, it’s not the end of the world. Deku lowered his hands from his hair, his 
wide green eyes glued to me. 


You’re not mad?, he asked tentatively. 


Why would I be mad? I shot back, I went into this knowing that warning just as much as you 
did. 


B-but your hair. 


It's just hair you idiot. It’s fine, I rolled my eyes trying to exude my calmness. It was 
surprising yes, but that initial shock had lifted and it really wasn’t that bad. It was subtle 
enough that I still couldn’t see the change unless I was looking for it and it was really only 
hair. 


When do you think it started? asked up Deku while I fingered through my hair in the mirror 
again, leaning in to see better. 


I dont know, I replied, probably from the beginning. | leaned in closer to my reflection, 
something else catching my eye since I was looking for changes now. Deku’s interest picked 
up again and he pooled in his focus too. My eyes. There was a hint of green to them. This 
time a deeper green more like Deku’s actual eye colour. The shade of green sat along the 


bottom ring of my iris and quickly faded to red. It was even less noticeable than my hair. I 
wouldn’t be surprised if I got freckles next. I did check. Nothing. 


Oh my god!, cried Deku and turned away to return to his pacing and hair pulling, /’m ruining 
your body. He dropped to a squat and covered his face. I would feel the panic rising in him. I 
stomped over and swatted him across the back of his head, halting his flood of emotions. He 

squeaked and then lifted is head to blink up at me. 


No you’re not you idiot, I rolled my eyes, now will you calm the fuck down. It’s fine. 
Are you sure? He practically whimpered. 
Yes, I shot back and he rose to his feet with a sniffle. 


With Deku growing calm again I showered and we took a moment to look at each other more 
closely. Deku looked the same and he assured me that I did too. In fact, the version of me 
inside hadn’t changed at all while on the outside essence of Deku were coming through. 
Showers are always a good place for thinking and we theorized that the change either began 
when I first accepted Deku living with me or after we had sex for the first time. Deku 
theorized that coming together physically like that could have been a catalyst for the change 
because our bodies had actually joined. I got it, but only looking at older photos would 
determine it and I would ask Kirishima for any pics when I saw him next. Though I had a 
feeling that Deku was right. 


We showered and ate and my mum kept pestering me about my hair. I finally gave in and 
went with the lie of having changed shampoos and then I snuck off to bed. I enjoyed some 
intimate time with Deku, rubbing one off myself and letting him squirm from the feeling of 
it. It never got old making him wriggle and moan like that and I ate it up. Afterwards we 
slept, falling asleep wrapped around each other in the bed. 


I was getting better at this too. If I closed my eyes, I could visualize the exact room I was 
physically in, as long as it was a room I new well like the dorm, classroom or here. The only 
difference is that Deku was there with me. It was as though with my eyes closed I could 
project him into any familiar space I was sharing with him and it was a wholesome feeling, 
being at home in my own bed with him wrapped in my arms while my parents were none the 
wiser. 


What's wrong? Whispered Deku against my chest as though he didn’t want my parents 
catching him here. He had picked up on my feelings. I didn’t have to answer for him to tell. 


It’s alright Kacchan, he snuggled closer into me, /’m here. 
I know, I rumbled back into his hair, J just wish they could see you. 
You’d want your parents to know about us? He asked curiously. 


I guess I do, I replied, realizing that yes, that was what it was. When I had been thinking of 
how comforting it was to have Deku in my old bedroom with me like this, I had been struck 
with sadness that I would never bring him home to eat with my parents as my boyfriend. That 


I could never go out on a proper date with him, exchange gifts, show him off to everyone 
else. 


Thats sweet Kacchan, he mumbled as he nestled in closer to me and I only hummed in 
response. | still didn’t know how to react to compliments from him, but he knew me well 
enough that I didn’t need to respond for him to feel me glow a little inside. 


The next morning we went out and Deku had picked up on my intentions and was practically 
buzzing with both excitement and nerves. I shoved my hands in my pockets and shuffled 
through the slush left over from melting snow that had fallen overnight. I buried my face into 
my scarf for extra warmth. 


Would you calm the fuck down, I snarled to Deku and he just bounced on his heels, talk about 
something, anything, if your so damn nervous. Deku paused long enough to think. 


If you’re cold why dont you use your quirk to warm yourself up? He asked curiously and it 
worked to calm him. I groaned. 


I’m not the halfn half bastard, | scoffed back, I can t control my temperature like that. And 
you should know that! 1 shot back. He had been watching me almost his whole life. 


I know that, he pondered, J just mean you can still warm your hand up. 


Yeah sure, I replied with a grumble, that will warm my hands but not much else. If I take them 
out to press anywhere else, they'll get cold too fast and I dont sweat as much in this cold. 
Deku thought about that before coming to the conclusion that warm hands were better than 
nothing. I only grumbled in return. My toes were growing numb by the time we reached 
Auntie’s door and she answered to my knock. 


“Katsuki sweety” she smiled and stepped aside for me to enter. I nodded to her in thanks and 
shucked off my soggy shoes. Deku had been impervious to the cold because he had chosen to 
block it out, the bastard, but in return he could feed me his warmth and it helped. A little. 
Despite not feeling the cold he was trembling now as his green eyes locked onto his mum and 
a wave of love, comfort and affection radiated from him, warming me even faster. Before I 
knew what I was even doing I felt compelled to turn to auntie and wrap my arms around her 
in comforting embrace. She made a small noise of surprise before quickly recovering enough 
to hug me back. I pulled away a moment later, my eyes wider from the shock of the sudden 
action. Deku was practically glowing inside. 


Bastard, { hissed through clenched teeth. 


I didn t make you do anything, he smiled back, too overjoyed to see and feel his mum’s 
embrace to care about my annoyance and embarrassment. He was right though; he hadn’t 
made me to do anything. I had just been overwhelmed by the strength of his emotions and 
acted on them. I scoffed back at him. 


“Are you okay?” asked auntie with a concerned smile and I nodded back, relaxing my 
shocked expression some more. 


“Would you like some tea?” she offered and I followed her into the kitchen. 


“I’m surprised to see you again,” she spoke while she put the kettle on to boil and set up two 
mugs, “you must be visiting home for the holiday” she added and I heard the tinge of sadness 
there. Of course, she was alone this Christmas and that hurt. Deku’s loving smile sunk a little 
as his attention turned to the corner of the living room and I followed his line of sight. Auntie 
hadn’t even bothered to set up her tree or decorations. I decided I would ask mum to invite 
her to our holiday dinner tomorrow. Deku warmed at the thought. 


“Did you do something to your hair?” she asked as she turned to hand me a steaming mug, “it 
looks softer” she commented. 


“Changed shampoo” I offered in return and sipped at the hot liquid. Deku savored the taste of 
his mums favorite tea blend that had a touch of cinnamon to it. Auntie was kind enough to 
not ask for a reason for my visit. She seemed content to just have me around. 


She asked if I wanted lunch and I offered to make something instead which surprised her but 
she let me. We had a simple lunch and a second tea while she insisted on doing the dishes so I 
stepped away. I automatically found my way to Deku’s room and stepped inside, noticing that 
nothing inside it had changed since my last visit. Deku hadn’t been with my conscious during 
that and as the memories of cleaning his room came back to me, he picked them up and 
turned to me with a teary smile. I rolled my eyes with a snarl and turned away. I didn’t need 
him gushing over it and he picked up on that, offering a simple heart felt thank you before 
dropping the subject. I smiled a little in return. 


I stepped to his wardrobe and lifted my jacket and shirt to undo my belt. Deku had seen me 
put on his old red belt that I had gifted to him this morning and now that he understood why I 
had chosen to wear it he spoke up. 


Keep it, he told me. 
Why? I asked, I have no use for it. 


You dont need to have a use for it, he told me. I had undone the red belt with it’s empty 
pouches and looked to it draped in my hand. I thought about it, Deku watching me as I did 
before I laid it down inside the wardrobe and closed the door. 


You sure? He asked. 


As I said, I have no use for it. Plus I don t need any reminders of you when I have you right 
here, | replied and I felt a rush of affection from Deku as he leaned on me with a smile. I 
briefly let my head rest beside his before he shot up again at full attention and scoured the 
room so fast my eyes struggled to follow his around the space. Finally it settled on the draws 
of his desk and he pleaded for me to riffle through them. He didn’t tell me what I was 
searching for but urged me to hurry. I already knew his top draw was full of his hero analysis 
notebooks and some stationary so I opened the second draw, pulling out more notebooks. 


A box, he told me, /t’s a small box, about this big. He showed me with his hands and I 
narrowed down my search. Nothing. Onto the third draw and underneath all the clutter I 


found the little black box he had stashed away inside. It was a small black box, very much 
like the kind that held rings and while it sat in my palm I looked at him skeptically. He was 
blushing and looking embarrassed. 


It’s not much but I did want to give it to you, he offered nervously and I narrowed my eyes at 
him, o-open it, he pressed. I opened the ring box to find something special inside. An All 
Might enamel pin. I remembered it from early middle school. A magazine had gotten one- 
hundred of the pins made for a competition so they were rare collectables. I had never known 
Deku had one. I blinked at him. 


I won it back in middle school, he told me while he fidgeted with his fingers, J wanted to 
give it to you someday, but uh, well, we didnt exactly get along back then, his green eyes 
looked to me and he smiled. I took a deep breath, pained by the reminder of how much of a 
dick I had been to him back then. 


I cant take it, | told him and closed the box gently. 


I want you to have it though, Deku shot back with wide eyes, J wanted to give it to you all 
this time and now I can. 


It’s more like me taking it at this point, | scoffed back but the attitude wasn’t there. 


No Kacchan, it’s a gift. It’s Christmas tomorrow. This is the perfect time to finally give it to 
you, he smiled to me warmly and I could feel him urging me to accept it. I let out a long sigh 
and turned to face him with a smile and he beamed back at me. 


Thanks nerd, 1 smiled and offered him a hug and he took it happily. I slipped the box into my 
pocket and pushed the drawer back to return to auntie before she started to wander where I 
had gone off too. 


What am I supposed to give you back? | asked with a smirk and Deku grinned. 
Oh, I know what you can give me, he replied with a sly look and I nudged him away from me. 
Pervert, | scoffed playfully. 


I’m your pervert, he shot back and I couldn’t help but to smile. Technically, it would be a gift 
for the both of us. 


Mum agreed to have auntie over for Christmas dinner and auntie was delighted at the idea to 
the point of tears. Deku enjoyed watching both our mothers smiling and chatting away like a 
pair of birds across the table, my dad moving to sit beside me and I made sure Deku enjoyed 
every second of his present that night. It was a good Christmas break. 


Chapter 19 


Chapter Notes 


Song: Head Up - The Score 
This song literally inspired the events of this chapter. 


The holiday break was over and the dorm was bustling with activity and chatter. I sat down 
on the couches among it all while I listened to everyone discussing their home visits and what 
they got up to. It wasn’t common for me to sit amongst such chaos, but my friends were wise 
enough to not comment and I mostly kept to myself, letting Deku absorb the words of 
everyone around us gleefully. It was defiantly more for his sake than my own as I just zoned 
out till it was all background noise and even closed my eyes for a bit, giving Deku my ears 
instead. He didn’t complain about the loss of sight to the outside world. His Deku-dar was 
enough to still pick up anyone close. 


I had asked Kirishima earlier to look through his photos on his phone from throughout the 
year, he often snapped pictures of me with everyone else before I realized and cracked it at 
him and he was practically beaming as long as I promised not to delete any. And I kept that 
promise, as painful as it had been. I focused on flicking through all the photos since Deku’s 
death just to monitor how my hair slowly changed. Even in the pictures the change was so 
slow and subtle that it was hard to pick out, but I did see it. Ever since I had asked Deku to 
stay with me, my hair had slowly softened and changed shade. 


With my eyes closed I was taken to our hill beside Deku and I rested my head on his shoulder 
while he propped himself up with his arms behind him and hummed happily as he listened to 
our classmates chattering around us. He leaned in and nuzzled his cheek against my hair at 
one point and I hummed in return. I felt content and relaxed and calmer than I could ever 
remember being when around so many people and it was actually nice. 


Kacchan, hummed Deku and I grumbled sleepily in return, We should get up. If you fall 
asleep here, I will too. 


I dont want to move, I groaned and nestled my nose into Deku’s neck. I felt another wave of 
his affection wash over me and it made me smile. 


If you fall asleep here, you know everyone will pick on you, he spoke more teasingly and I let 
out a long groan and sat up, opening my eyes to the real world. 


“You’re awake?,” smiled Kirishima from beside me, “was worried you’d fallen asleep there” 


“Nah,” I huffed back, trying to stifle a yawn. I stood up, stuffing my hands in my pockets and 
began to move around the couch to leave. 


“Night” I called back to the red head and if he was shocked, he didn’t say anything. The time 
I chose to leave for bed was nothing new, in fact I had stayed up for an extra half hour 
already but it wasn’t often I actually said night to anyone. I rolled my eyes to myself over my 
moment of weakness. Deku leaned in on me with a gentle smile. 


Being nice isn t being weak, he told me and I sighed back. I knew that. He had told me 
enough times. Maybe he was rubbing off on me. His smile to me widened at the though and I 
playfully pushed him off as I made my way up to bed, happily collapsing down on it. Deku 
reminded me to at least get under the covers and with a grumble I did. He rewarded me with 
a soft kiss and then settled down beside me to sleep. 


I loved this boy and life with him was so smooth and simple these days that I didn’t feel sorry 
for snapping at All Might the last time I saw him. Deku had always been a part of my life 
since the first ttme we’d met and I never wanted to part with him again. He picked up on my 
thoughts and smiled with his eyes closed. I pulled him in closer to my chest to sleep. As long 
as I had Deku with me I felt complete. 


School started up again not long after Christmas. This term we were to focus on team up 
missions with an assortment of pro heroes to gain a wide range of practical experience. Our 
teams were chosen at random from within the class, consisting of anywhere between two to 
four of us and our teams were paired with a pro hero. Our teams and the hero we worked with 
changed each week and early Saturday morning we were shipped off to our meeting points 
and worked alongside the pros till we were sent back to U.A Sunday. 


It was an exhausting rotation, going straight from an entire school week, hero course classes 
included, to a weekend of hero work and then back again. There was no time to spare and it 
only got harder with studying and training with All Might on top of it all. All Might didn’t 
bring up Deku being with me again but I could tell from the faces he pulled that more than 
once he had wanted to say something that he knew I wouldn’t like to hear. He was smart 
enough to keep him mouth shut. At first Deku had grown uncomfortable being around All 
Might for those first few training sessions again, the feeling of being judged radiating off 
him. But Deku soon settled again when All Might didn’t bring the topic up and things started 
to move smoother again. 


Luckily as far as studying goes, Deku was the only study partner I needed to stay on track 
and top of the class. He retained information for me and gave me a second opinion or 
perspective when he felt I needed one. 


I had worked under well-known pro heroes such as Fatgum, Mirko, Hawks and Endeavor. All 
big names and I ate up every second of experience I could get, but when there was nothing to 
do it was a bore fest and Deku would roll his eyes and remind me that hero work wasn’t 
action all the time, which I groaned at. As much as I was at the top of the class, there was still 
plenty to learn and Deku was right there with me, watching my back and absorbing 
information for me like the green sponge he was. He narrowed his eyes at me with a pout at 
the thought and I flicked his forehead with a playful smile. He knew I loved him no matter 
how much IJ teased and he smiled back. 


We were on our second month of the team up missions and | had been assigned my new team 
for the coming weekend. 


“Are you excited Bakugo?” asked Pink Cheeks cheerfully behind me once she had been 
given her number and I scowled when I turned back to face her. She took a step back but her 
smile didn’t falter. Deku frowned at me with disapproval but I couldn’t deny the warmth that 
blossomed in his chest when she approached me. As much as I knew Deku loved me, I knew 
he had once harbored feelings for the round faced girl and traces of that fondness still 
remained there. 


“Why the hell would I be excited to work with a bunch of extras like you lot” I spat back, 
referring to her and French boy who winked my way over her shoulder. I snarled back at him. 


“Well it will be our first mission together. It will be exciting” she smiled on, undeterred. 
Inside, Deku vibrated with the excitement of the job. Even if he couldn’t be doing hero work 
himself, he enjoyed working alongside me during our missions. He greedily took whatever 
rush, thrill and spike of adrenaline he could get from me and he glowed with my sense of 
pride when I caught the bad guy. 


“T’m not going to let myself be held back because of you” I warned but Deku’s excitement 
and happiness to be so close to Pink Cheeks, his friend, again was starting to seep into me 
more and more and my words didn’t carry as much bite as I had wanted them too. 


“We can all meet at the front of the dorms Saturday morning and head there together?” she 
smiled, ignoring my glare and the French wanna-be chimed in. It was a battle I couldn’t win 
and turned away with a growl. 


I did try to avoid them Saturday but they ambushed me outside the front of the dorm as I tried 
to leave before them. 


Kacchan, they’re being nice and wanted to go with you, pushed Deku. I rolled my eyes with a 
snort. 


“Fine” I spoke aloud gruffly and the two extras looked to me, “hurry the fuck up” I told them 
as I stomped past with my hero costume case over my shoulder. 


We were partnered with the dragon hero, Ryuko, for the weekend and with nothing amazing 
happening we were simply spending the afternoon patrolling behind her while Pink Cheeks 
chatted away. Sparkles walked with me, more than once trying to strike up a conversation 


about god damn cheese. Luckily, unlike Pink Cheeks, my glares were enough for him to stop 
talking. 


“Help! Thief!” someone rose the alarm and I instantly perked up, lifting my head and 
squaring my shoulders. It was such a second instinct for everyone to halt and assess the 
situation in a second before they launched into action. But while I had been glaring at 
Frenchie, Deku had been paying attention and he saved me that second it took to absorb what 
was taking place and I blasted myself forward before anyone else to take chase on the 
escaping criminal. 


“Bakugo!” I heard Ryuko call behind me but I didn’t stop. I was catching up to the criminal 
fast and he threw aside his bag of stolen cash to run faster. I felt my lips turn up into a smirk, 
twisted enough that Deku would usually tell me not to pull such a face but we were working 
now and our focus was entirely on the man ahead of us. 


The man ran and with my blasts powering me forward he ducked down an alley to the right 
before I could grab him. A blast to the front reversed my trajectory and I dropped to my feet 
and ran after him with a growl. He didn’t get far with Deku’s eyes glued to him. The man 
threw his body against a back door and stumbled into it. I skidded to a halt and gripped the 
door frame to vault myself in after him but he was gone. Not even Deku could see through 
walls. 


The space was dark without any lights on and I waltzed through the room into a large open 
space with some light coming in through opaque windows on the far side. The perp had fled 
into a closed indoor pool and it was eerily quiet inside with the lack of people. 


Left! called Deku and I swung to face that way to find the perp snarling my way with wide 
eyes and a smirk of his own. Deku had a bad feeling and it made me hesitate which was my 
mistake. The criminal swung his arms around in a large fluid motion from the pool towards 
me and water rushed my way, wrapping around my ankles and pulling me forward till I fell 
on my back, my gauntlets clanking against the tiles. I tried to kick free but the water wouldn’t 
release me and I was dragged over the edge and into the water. 


The grip on my ankles melted into the rest of the water around us as I kicked to the surface to 
reach the edge and climb back out but I was sucked back out to the center of the pool and 
dragged down again. I barely got a gulp of air in before my head went under. My costume 
was weighing me down and I moved to disengage my gauntlets, letting them sink to the 
bottom and kicking my way back to the surface. I broke free with a gasp of air before a wave 
crashed over me and pushed me back down. My costume was not waterproof and the material 
soaked up the water and added extra weight on me. Enough that even the few trips to the 
surface I had managed so far left my limbs burning. I squirmed under the water, kicking off 
my boots, removing the belt, knee guards and the metal around my forearms. 


I reached the surface again, this time not even managing any air before the weight of the 
water moving around my ankles pulled me under and no amount of kicking and thrashing 
was enough to pull myself free. My chest was burning from lack of air and I was trying to 
bite back panic as I continued to try pull myself free from the watery grip. My quirk was 
useless under the water and that extra bit of strength and stamina One For All had given me 
was wasted now. 


I bit my tongue with annoyance. I had rushed ahead of the others and disappeared down an 
alley. They wouldn’t have seen where we had gone. The open door, if it had even stayed open 
behind us, was the only clue and it could be missed. 


I shut my eyes tightly, trying to not think of the growing pain in my chest and the increasing 
panic inside while I tried to focus on a plan. Surely I could think my way out of this. Even in 
our shared little world behind my eyes I couldn’t breath and I was frozen and helpless inside 
while Deku looked on with wide fear stricken eyes. I knew he could feel my fear and pain, 
yet he blocked it out to focus on what needed to be done. 


My panic was starting to effect Deku and he squeezed his eyes shut tightly and took a few 
deep breaths. I could feel him pushing back against my panic. When he opened his eyes again 
they were wet with tears and he looked scared. Inside my head he was just as helpless as I 
was stuck under the water. My body felt heavy and weak and I fell to my knees and leaned to 
the side till I was on my back staring up at the darkening sky. My chest burned so much from 
lack of air that the feeling crept up my throat. I knew that if I opened my mouth to breath that 
all I would receive is water and that would be the end of me. The end of Deku. The end of 
One For All. But my body was screaming at me to breath. To open my mouth and take in 
anything I could. No matter how much I fought it, my throat constricted with the need. 


Deku lunged forward over me, clasping a hand over my mouth and pinching my nose tightly. 
His wide eyes searched me for anything and I could see the pain there from what I was 
experiencing, the fear and inability to do anything to help me more than this. His hands over 
my face did nothing to relieve the ache inside that demanded that I breath and the edges of 
my vision were beginning to blur and darken. Deku shook his head as if trying to clear it 
from the oncoming darkness that was no doubt starting to creep across his own vision. He 
clenched his jaw tightly and gazed around like he was searching for something with 
desperation but there was nothing around us in here other than grass and trees. Outside there 
was only water. If the water was still actively dragging me down and holding me there I 
couldn’t tell anymore. My entire body felt heavy and weak and cold. 


Suddenly Deku’s head came back to me, his mouth pressed into a firm line and his eyes 
shining with determination. He didn’t have a plan as much as he had a hope. Whatever it was 
I couldn’t focus on it. I could feel my mind slipping as the darkness continued to creep over 
me. He closed his eyes tightly and leaned in closer to me. He wasn’t giving up though, he 
was brimming with determination. Small green sparks started to dance across my vision yet I 
couldn’t tell if it was Deku so close or the last throws of my vision before everything faded to 
black. 


I couldn’t see or hear my surroundings anymore. I couldn’t feel anything aside from my own 
body which was growing numb. My right arm lifted, slowly and with effort, above my head 
but it didn’t feel like me. It felt like a weird dream where my body moved without me. The 
last of whatever energy I held pulsed up that arm and to my hand where it swelled before 
releasing itself. A moment of nothing passed then a second later I was being pulled from the 
water. I could feel it trying to weigh me down but my body was moving with too much force 
for it to hold back and I broke through the surface, suddenly met with cold air that was 
enough to make my eyes snap open again. I felt weight lift from my face and suddenly I was 


gasping at the air and coughing back on the sudden intake. With the sweet oxygen my vision 
came back as the dancing dots grew smaller and smaller. 


I was in the air, gravity starting to take over again and the black tendril from my right hand 
broke away before I was falling towards the pool side and my body landed with a roll. I was a 
passenger in my own body as it stood, shakily to begin with and my now clear gaze locked 
onto to criminal who’s eyes were wide with shock and they turned to run. I felt my teeth grit 
together and my arm shift upwards, releasing another black whip towards the man. Because 
that was what it was. Deku’s black whip. The black tendril wrapped around the man’s middle. 
Deku tried to take a step forward but our legs were still weak so he yanked back his arm to 
pull the man towards us, he let out a yelp as his body was propelled closer. My body sparked 
with green as Deku clenched a fist and struck the man when he was within reach, releasing 
the black tendril as he did. The man stumbled, Deku struck him again till he fell and then all 
was silent. 


I turned my head to face Deku, my body still feeling too weak to sit up from where it lay on 
the hill. Deku was standing beside me, green sparks rippling across him and he was panting 
and trembling from the fight. It had been brief, but my body had been so exhausted and he 
had taken it all onto himself. I could feel my exhaustion being absorbed by him and as I grew 
stronger he fell to his knees. I sat up and his sparks faded. I reached up a hand to rest on his 
back and he turned his face my way with a weak yet triumphant smile 


“You damn nerd,” I wheezed through a smirk, “you saved me” his smile grew and we both 
huffed a laugh just from the sheer joy of having survived the encounter. I felt my body 
regaining its strength by the second almost as though Deku was feeding it to me. He lowered 
his body to lay on his front on the hill, his cheek pressed against the grass. 


“Bakugo?” my head snapped up at attention, back in control of my body to see Pink Cheeks 
staring at me with wide eyes from the same doorway I had come in from. I hadn’t noticed my 
physical body falling to its knees before Deku had relinquished it back to me. I stood, finding 
my legs still aching. She opened her mouth as though she wanted to say more while her wide 
brown eyes were glued to me but didn’t get another word in before Ryuko and Sparkles 
rushed in and paused to take in the scene. Me drenched and exhausted and the criminal on the 
floor unconscious by my feet. 


“What happened?” demanded the dragon hero. 


“T got the guy” I replied a little out of breath still. She narrowed her eyes at me before coming 
forward to check on the criminals condition and calling the police. French Boy tried to ask 
me if I was okay and I merely shrugged away his concern. Pink Cheeks said nothing and 
Deku slept. 


The train ride back was uncomfortable with Pink Cheeks being unusually quiet and Frenchie 
over compensating with never shutting up about cheese yet I didn’t snap at him. I was too 
busy lost in my own thoughts over what had happened. Inside, Deku still slept and while I 
remained beside him, letting his head rest on my thigh, I itched with concern. Never before 
had one of us slept without the other since he had stayed with me. I knew he was okay; I 
could feel that he was only exhausted having taken it all on himself and no doubt whatever he 
had done to enable himself to take control of my physical body for that short period of time 


had drained him. So I expected he would wake soon and continued to tell myself that to keep 
my wotrying at bay. 


Having someone else control my body while I was aware of it was the weirdest fucking thing 
I had ever felt and if I hadn’t been so exhausted I felt I would have naturally fought against it. 
I knew Deku had been doing me a favor, saving me the only way he could and I didn’t have a 
problem with that, but it had just felt so wrong not being in control. And maybe that was the 
point. He could only do it because I had been too weak to move myself. If he did it any other 
time it might be impossible for him because I had strength. Perhaps if I chose to step back 
and give him control he could? Neither of us had thought of trying before. I had never 
stopped to think if Deku could take control of my body. It had just never come to mind. More 
interestingly, Deku had used his quirks with my body. That brought its own train of thoughts 
with it. 


Deku didn’t wake again until the next day. When I had collapsed into my own bed to sleep he 
was ahead of me and gently snoring away. That morning my muscles ached like a bitch and 
Deku apologized but I waved his concerns away, fighting a losing battle against a water quirk 
was bound to be more at fault then Deku’s brief take over. 


After a brief discussion with him we decided it was something we would like to explore more 
when we had the time and between classes, training and the weekend team up missions 
finding that time would be hard to come by so rather than diving right into it, to begin with 
we decided to keep things simple. No jumping right into seeing if Deku could use his quirks 
with my body again - his strength might break me — so simple it was. 


When we had the chance in the evenings I would sit on the bed with my eyes closed and 
allow Deku to try to find that connection he had felt while in the water. It wasn’t easy for 
him. He had felt it once and even when he knew the feeling he was looking for to follow, he 
said that I was pushing back against him, which I wasn’t consciously. I assumed my body just 
naturally pushed back against someone else trying to control it which made sense to me. 
Even Deku understood and concluded that it had only worked due to my exhaustion at the 
time. 


The next evening I worked hard in the gym after classes. Harder than usual. I was aiming to 
exhaust myself as much as possible, pushing myself above and beyond until my limbs were 
left trembling and while I slumped on the ground I pushed for Deku to try again. 


You dont have to do this Kacchan, he told me with a concerned look. 


I want to, I shot back tiredly, now hurry up and try. He shot me another concerned look that I 
glared at before he conceded. He closed his eyes and leaned in till his forehead rested against 
mine. Nothing happened for a long moment while I panted to catch my breath and then I 
began to feel it, now that I wasn’t seconds away from drowning. The sensation reminded me 
of the lightness you get in your head moments before fainting, yet I never fainted. The light 
headedness was there for a moment then gone the next. At first I felt like nothing had 
happened as Deku pulled away from me with a small smile. I didn’t notice anything had 
changed until my body lifted an arm and clenched and released my fist a few times as Deku 
tested the water. It felt weird being the passenger again. I could feel that Deku was aware of 
that but with another glare he pushed on and slowly rose us to our feet and then stood for a 
moment like a toddler getting their bearings. 


You did it, | breathed with a small, excited smile, trying to push back my discomfort. Deku 
smiled back at me. He could still feel the exhaustion of our body but he moved to lift a few 
weights just to try it out before putting them down with a gleeful smile. 


“Yo dude,” called a familiar voice, “this is where you’ve been?” Deku turned us to face the 
person speaking, still grinning, only to face Shitty Hair. He faltered a little when Deku faced 
him. 


“Wow, what’s got you in such a good mood?” he asked with a friendly smirk and then I 
recalled Deku grinning. I had no clue what face was being pulled outside. 


Stop smiling idiot, I hissed into Deku’s ear, its weird. 


Smiling ’s not weird, he cocked an eyebrow at me. His smiled dropped away with his 
confusion regardless. 


It is for me, I retorted and it seemed to click. He lifted his arms to cover his mouth, causing 
my physical body to do the same. 


“You alright man?” asked Shitty Hair with more concern and narrowed an eye our way. 
Say something! I hissed again 


“Sorry Kirishima,” spoke Deku and I slapped my own forehead with a growl at his stupidity, 
“Ka- I was just working out a bit” Shitty Hair narrowed his eyes. 


“You feeling alright?” he asked, stepping closer, “‘you feeling sick or something?” Of course 
the idiot picked up on Deku calling him by his actual fucking name. I could feel the 
nervousness building up inside Deku. 


Give me back my body Deku, I ordered, now! 


I didn’t know how Deku had done it in the first place yet so I didn’t know if I had to do the 
same to take over and I needed to get us out of the pit he was digging. I felt sudden concern 
from Deku flood me as he wondered if he could switch back that quickly but a moment later I 
swayed on my feet as the light-headedness washed over me again and then I was back in 
control. 


My physical body swayed on its feet for a moment until I was back in the driver’s seat and 
Shitty Hair had rushed forward ready to catch me if I feel. His hands braced my shoulders 
and the first thing I did was shrug him off. 


“Get off, I’m fine” I hissed to him. 


“You sure man?” I could see the concern in his eyes, “maybe we should go see Recovery 
Girl” he reached a hand towards me again and I swatted it away with a snarl. 


“T said I’m fine idiot,” I barked, “I just pushed myself too hard. I’m leaving” 


Despite Deku’s wallowing in his failed interaction his Deku-dar picked up Shitty Hair’s 
worried red eyes following me out. 


Chapter 20 


I’m so sorry, groveled Deku on his knees, / messed it up. I rolled my eyes with a huff. 
Stop fucking apologizing nerd, | told him, its fine. 

You keep saying that but first I change the way you look- 

Hardly, | cut in with a scoff. 


And now I mess up with Kirishima. Hes going to think somethings weird, his watery green 
eyes raised to look up to me and I frowned back at him. 


Something already is weird. Now get up already and quit apologizing, alright? | reached 
down to grab Deku’s hand and pulled him back up, giving him another teasing eye roll and 
smirking at him. He sniffled back but a small smile crossed his lips and I leaned forward to 
land a quick kiss on them. That was enough to dampen most of his misery in an instant and 
my smirk grew. 


Better? I asked. 
Better, he replied. 


After that little mishap in the gym we kept our body swapping — I guess consciousness 
swapping was more accurate but sounded lamer — practice to the bedroom where Deku 
mastered how to take control when he wanted to, eventually reaching a point where he didn’t 
have to close his eyes and lean in to make contact with me each time. And I figured out how 
to regain control in an instant when I wanted to. As a rule of thumb, he couldn’t take over 
unless I let down some kind of mental wall to allow him to do it and he had to do the same to 
give me back the steering wheel. Seemed stupid, I know, considering it was my body and all 
but theoretically if Deku resisted, I would have to fight to regain control. Not that he had any 
desire to keep it from me. 


While I saw this as a chance for him to experience life for real through me, he was hesitant 
which threw me off to begin with. He found the idea of him wandering around in my body 
and interacting with others uncomfortable, not only because he was afraid of messing up 
again seeing as our personalities and behaviorisms were almost polar opposites but also 
because he felt he was taking something away from me. Didn’t matter how much I insisted it 
was fine as long as he could pass acting as me, his discomfort never truly went away. 


After a week of practice we had it down pat to the point that my physical body wouldn’t 
shudder or sway when we changed, becoming more seamless. On the second week we kept it 
simple, Deku only swapping out with me during some classes when I insisted. Once he 
started doing it though, he relaxed some more. In class was the perfect time to do it. No 
talking. No interactions. And Deku radiated happiness at the simple task of being able to 
glance up at the teacher and board when he wanted and taking notes with his own hands. 
Even his handwriting was his and not mine despite being with my own hands. 


While I was in the back seat I tried to see how Deku experienced things, being able to block 
out physical sensations from my body and focusing my senses to pick up the rest of the world 
around me. Deku made it look easy and seamless, meanwhile I felt like I could only focus 
one sense on the outside world at a time while the rest remained on a base level. On the other 
hand, I felt I could perceive things that I physically couldn’t before. The Deku-dar was 
something else, like a weird sixth sense that I couldn’t put into words but with it I could feel 
Pink Cheek’s eyes boring into the back of me. Deku picked up on what I was noticing and he 
turned to glance over his shoulder. Pink Cheeks glanced away in a hurry that left Deku 
confused and blinking back down at the notebook. 


I thought we resolved things with her, he brought up with a concerned frown. 
Yeah, well so did I, | crossed my arms and huffed back. 
Maybe we should talk to her, he suggested. 


Hell no, 1 spat, If shes got a problem she can suck it up. I ain t wasting time on some damn 
extra. 


Kacchan! She’s our friend, Deku frowned at me with annoyance. 


No. She’s your friend, | retorted and poked a finger into Deku’s chest, she is not my problem. 
I could feel the concern radiating from him but I had no doubt that whatever the hell it was 
bothering Pink Cheek’s this time that she would approach me again. I wasn’t about to start 
pretending I cared enough to reach out to her. And sure enough I was right. 


The next night she approached us. 


“Bakugo” I had just come in through the front door from after-class training and hadn’t even 
shucked off my shoes when she was on me. I groaned and rolled my eyes. 


“What?” I practically hissed at her but she stood her ground with squared shoulders and a 
determined look. Nothing like before. I narrowed my eyes at her, knowing she meant 
business. Deku had his full attention on her and I could feel the warmth in his chest towards 
her mixed with nerves. I knew the idiot still had some feelings for her despite everything, but 
it hardly irritated me. I had known that he had liked her long before he was with me and why 
would I let it get to me when he was already mine. 


“Can we talk?” she asked strongly. 


“T don’t have time to waste chatting with you” I hissed back and kicked off my shoes and 
moved to step past her. She reached out, grabbing my forearm tightly. I turned to scowl at her 
but she didn’t flinch away. 


“Then spar with me” she pushed. I yanked my arm from her grip and we stared at each other 
for a long time. She didn’t back down. 


“Fine” I huffed and shoved my hands in my pockets, passed her to slip my shoes back on and 
walked out the front door again with her following quietly behind. She was silent until we 


reached the gym and stopped, facing each other, on the soft sparring mats. 


“Alright, what’s this about Pink Cheeks?” I asked while I stretched my arms over my head. I 
had a horrible feeling I already knew her answer. I lowered into a squat to work my legs. 


“Deku” she replied. 


“What the hell is it about him that has you so fucking hung up?” I asked with an angry eye 
roll as I stood straight again, “he’s gone” 


“But he’s not really is he?” she asked and had the balls to narrow her brown eyes at me. I 
glared back to her while Deku practically held his breath. I could feel the tension building 
inside him. 


“T saw the green sparks at the pool,” she continued firmly. 


“Why should I care about what you think you saw?” I scoffed back. Deku’s tense green gaze 
turned to me and I shot him back my own concerned look. 


“T always thought that out of all of us, you would be the one to take the longest to recover 
after Deku died” she continued with a determined gaze. I clenched my jaw, wondering if 
everyone else in the class had been so observant or if it was only her. She had been the only 
one to see any sign of Deku at the pool a second before his energy had faded away. 


Kacchan, Deku whined but before he could continue I launched myself forward to tackle her. 
I already knew she could be plenty formidable in close combat with all the martial arts 
training she had been doing and I hadn’t much experience sparring with her but that didn’t 
mean I wasn’t observant either. 


She stepped to the side to avoid me before stepping back in to reach for me from behind. I 
planted a foot forward and used the momentum to turn myself back to face her before 
pushing off again. This time I lowered myself, tackling her at her waist and pushing her 
down. The moment her back hit the ground she rolled. I tried to keep the momentum up to 
come out on top but after another roll she wrapped a leg around mine, entangling it and 
forcing it as straight as she could, dampening my roll. She was on top of me and I moved to 
throw her off when my body froze up. Deku. I snarled at him, his eyes wide and pleading. I 
clicked my tongue at him with annoyance. 


“What is it the hell you want Pink Cheeks?” I sneered up at her as she held me down with her 
palms to my shoulders and her weight on me. I stopped resisting and just laid there, but she 
didn’t let her guard down. Smart. 


“T want the truth” she proclaimed back with stern eyes. 


“The truth? Fine” I scoffed back, “Deku is dead. You’re an idiot. Now get the hell off me 
before I blow you to hell” I sneered. 


“T know what I saw” she dared to hiss back to me, even going as far as bearing her weight 
down on my shoulders further. I glared back with burning eyes. I did not like being below 


anyone. 


“You don’t know shit” I hissed back through clenched, bared teeth and lifted my head to lean 
closer to hers. Deku still had a hold on me, keeping me from retaliating, but I could feel his 
unease at the situation. I could feel his want to be honest, to let her know that he was here. 


Telling her would mean revealing One For All, | warned him with a stern look. He took a 
deep breath and faced me with drawn eyebrows, sad eyes and a frown. 


Shes not going to drop this, he replied with worry, surely theres a way to tell her without 
revealing the quirk. 


Oh yeah, and whats your plan then idiot? I hissed, what the fuck could you possible tell her 
that could be believable? She saw you using your quirk with my body! Deku glanced away 
for a moment before turning back to me with determination. 


I want to tell her the truth, he stated boldly. 


You’ve got to be fucking kidding me!, | threw up my arms at him, /t’s supposed to be a secret 
dumbass, remember? I only found out because of you’re fuck up after our first practical 
exercise. What the fuck will All Might think? | was pacing around him now. I knew this 
discussion was important to Deku but the more we discussed it the longer I wasn’t focusing 
on the outside world. 


Just let me fucking deal with this. 
Let me do it, pushed Deku after I turned away. I glanced back over my shoulder at him. 
Like hell I’m going to do that. You'll just tell her, | spat. 


Yes I will, he admitted and I glared at him, but listen Kacchan, he pleaded as he moved to 
stand in front of me. 


She won t let this go otherwise. I know that look. She will keep hassling you and staring at 
you and watching us so closely, he paused, his green eyes searching mine, J trust her. I know 
she can keep our secret. He placed a hand over his heart, pleading his sincerity. I clenched 
my jaw. Part of me wanted to change the subject to him still having some feelings for her, but 
I knew now was not the time for that. I reminded myself that he was mine and she could 
never truly have him so I didn’t need to worry. 


Fuck! Fine, I grunted. Deku broke into a wide smile. 
But first — 


I had been still for a while, Pink Cheeks and I just glaring at each other when I suddenly shot 
up, Deku no longer holding me back. I pushed her off of me and sprung to my feet but I 
didn’t move to attack. I stood straight and stared her down as she rose to her own feet, ready 
for the fight to continue. I didn’t move and neither did she. I closed my eyes only for Deku to 
be the one to open them. 


“Uraraka” he spoke softly but she still flinched, her glare vanishing and her eyes opening 
wide with shock. Deku offered her a small warm smile, his eyes narrowing slightly with 
emotion. 


“D-deku?” she whispered in return. Deku nodded gently and she tentatively stepped closer. 
There was a moment of stillness before she launched herself at Deku. He saw it coming and 
braced himself, opening his arms to catch her and taking a step back to take the impact. 


“Oh my god Deku,” she was in tears already, burying her face into my shoulder, “I thought... 
I thought” 


“IT know” he whispered in return and held her tightly. She squeezed him back. I clicked my 
tongue and rolled my eyes at the interaction but I couldn’t hide the warmth growing inside 
my gut from the happiness blooming inside Deku. It felt kind of nice. Like Auntie’s hugs. I 
narrowed my eyes at that. Deku’s feelings were....complicated. But right now all I received 
from him was joy and nerves. 


“How?” sniffled Pink Cheeks as she pushed herself off of Deku, blinking up and down and 
taking in that fact that it was my body she had hugged. She brought her hands back to herself. 


“It’s complicated” Deku offered in return, a hint of a smile lifting the corner of his mouth. 
His eyes were still glued to her and sad. He was watching her reactions closely, gauging how 
best to handle the subject. For now, she nodded and didn’t push the subject. 


“But,” she began, “why Bakugo?” I glared at her at hard as I could and Deku’s lips turned up 
in a smile. 


“He was the last person I was in contact with. I assume that’s why” he replied a little 
sheepishly. 


“Oh, so you don’t even know how this happened?” she looked to him with wide questioning 
eyes. Deku shook his head. I had to admit, he was handling this better than I had thought 
possible. I had expected him to just gush out the secret of One For All to her just to get it off 
his chest, but he was handling the discussion delicately. Playing his cards where he could. He 
knew her far better than I did. Pink Cheeks glanced down and fiddled with her fingers for a 
moment before lifting her head again with more damn questions. 


“You’ve been with Bakugo this whole time?” 
Deku nodded. 


“And you’ve been alright with him?” she asked tentatively. Deku smiled more widely, 
warmth finally reaching his currently red eyes. 


“T’ve been fine” he told her. I knew from feeling alone that he felt far better than just fine 
about it. 


“You don’t fight all the time?” she asked. Deku finally parted his lips to show teeth with a 
small laugh of air. 


“No,” he smiled to her warmly, “we get along a lot better now than we used to” 


Dont tell her that, | huffed at him. He looked to me with love in his eyes and I turned away 
with crossed arms before he made me melt. 


“T-that’s good” she replied with a weak smile, “It’s, uh, kinda weird talking to you like this” 
she gestured up and down the length of my body and Deku’s smile widened again. 


“T think I look pretty good” Deku chuckled and he dared to smirk at me. Pervert. 


“Tt’s just strange with Bakugo’s voice and body and all” she commented and Deku chuckled 
more softly. 


“Sorry, I can’t do much about that” 


“Oh no, no, it’s fine” she raised her hands, not meaning any offence. Offence taken lady. She 
hid her gaze again for a moment before looking back to Deku, taking him, my body, us, in. 


“You,” she took a step closer, “you make his eyes look softer” she commented. Deku blinked 
at her with a lopsided smile. When Deku didn’t move to say anything — I could feel he was 
nervous and a little lost for words under the calm bravado he wore with my skin — she opened 
her mouth to speak again. 


“What about Bakugo?” she asked quietly, stepping closer still. 
“He’s still here. Listening” he told her. 
“Do you control his body often?” 


“No, this is still new to both of us” he replied and he smiled to her, getting a smile in return 
as she seemed to melt before him. 


“Can you stay like this for long?” she asked again. I was growing tired of her continued 
questions. This was another reason to not let anyone know. I didn’t want to deal with their 
constant stream of damn questions. This was annoying enough. Just imagining if the entire 
class knew made me grind my teeth. 


Deku shook his head in reply to her question and that brought my attention back to him. 
Deku had never spent long enough as the pilot of my body to know if there was an actual 
limit to the amount of time he could do it for. He didn’t feel tired from being in control 
whereas before when he had used his quirk with my already exhausted body. I narrowed my 
eyes to him in question and he gave me a small smile in return. 


“Tt’s exhausting” he told Pink Cheeks and while she looked saddened by it she nodded slowly 
in understanding. 


“T should probably go as it is,” he spoke up again, Pink Cheeks snapping her eyes back to his 
— mine. 


“W-will I be able to speak to you again?” she spoke up with a hint of panic. Her hands 
clutched at her chest like she was worried Deku was going to fade right before her eyes. 
Deku smiled and nodded to her. 


“I’m sure we can sometime,” he offered, “but, don’t go bothering Kacchan about it. He’ll 
only get annoyed” I huffed. He wasn’t wrong but I didn’t like him talking about me like I 
wasn’t there. Pink Cheeks nodded again and Deku’s smile widened. 


“Tt was nice being able to talk to you again Uraraka” he smiled and with a slow blink, he 
returned control to me and when I opened my eyes again I narrowed my eyes to the girl 
before me, the smile gone. 


“There, happy?” I asked her gruffly and crossed my arms. She tensed a little when she 
realized I was myself again. I expected that to be the end of that and turned away from her to 
leave. 


“When can I speak to him again?” she called after me. 
“When I fucking feel like it. You tell anyone about this and you’re dead” I warned her. 


“Bakugo!” she called and with an eye roll hard enough to see my own brain and stopped and 
turned back to face her with a snarl. 


“What?” I spat. 


“Thank you!” she called with a warm smile. I narrowed my eyes and turned away. 


Chapter 21 


Chapter Notes 


Thank you to everyone who has been reading along with this story each week! At this 
point I's say the story is in it last third (possibly it's last quarter) which is exciting. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


I had been pleasantly surprised with how Deku had handled Pink Cheeks. He had avoided 
giving away our secret, appealed to her enough for her to drop trying to hassle me into 
spilling my guts and he had created the lie about there being a limit to how much he could be 
in control of my body. He had done that for my sake, the (lovable) asshole. He had spoken 
those simple few untrue words purely to help keep Pink Cheeks off my back and although I 
appreciated that, I would have preferred if she hadn’t known the truth at all. 


She became even more friendly towards me when she greeted me most mornings in the 
common space or the classroom, sparking more curious expressions from several annoying 
classmates. I could only roll my eyes and grumble with annoyance. There was little point 
telling them they were wrong. They wouldn’t believe me. More than once I had felt Pink 
Cheek’s eyes on me during class or in the dorm since that day. 


Do you actually intend to talk to her again?, | asked Deku while Present Mic explained 
something on the board. He had been quietly sitting there listening along with me when he 
turned his head my way with a questioning look. 


I would like too, he admitted with a small smile, but I wouldnt ask you to do it. I don t want 
to use you like that. 


How the fuck would you be using me? | hissed. 


I dont want to take up your time and use your body just so I can catch up with a friend, he 
explained, besides, I’m still dead. Being able to talk is nice but it’s not my body. 


It is your body, | corrected, It’s just as much yours as it is mine. He turned his body, scooting 
it around on the hill to face me with crossed legs. 


Kacchan, he began with a gentle head tilt and soft, small smile. I knew that look. But 
whatever he was going to say I didn’t want to hear it. 


I told you to live through me, 1 reminded him gruffly. 


But I can experience that plenty through your other senses. I dont need to be in control, he 
replied. 


Deku, I spoke firmly to stop him before he rambled on, J told you to live through me. This is 
the best way to do it. You’re not using me. I’m sharing my body with you. I explained and he 
blinked to me for a moment more before lowering his eyes to concede. I let out a sigh. 


You can talk to her again if you want, I spoke and he sat a little straighter, BUT you will have 
to learn to act more like me. I can t have you going around acting so damn nice to everyone 
or they will know something is up and I don t want more people bugging me with questions. 
Deku gulped at the challenge ahead of him and nodded firmly. I smiled and reached a hand 
up to ruffle his hair. He closed his eyes and leaned into my hand, letting it slip from his hair 
to gently cup his cheek before I leaned forward and he met me part way for a kiss. When I 
looked into his eyes I could see the trust, love and affection shining back at me and it made 
my chest warm. I playfully pushed him away with a smirk and we both turned our attention 
back to the class. 


It wasn’t easy for Deku, acting like me. Even with me pooling all of my attention towards 
him while he tromped around in my skin and coaching him in what to do and not do, his 
fucken sunshine personality still shined through. And people noticed. Even Mr. Aizawa 
noticed me (Deku) sitting straighter in class and I had to nudge him in the back of the knees 
to remind him to slouch more. He got startled more easily than me, didn’t bite back when 
someone made a remark, his sparring style was different (that was amusing to begin with 
watching Kirishima struggle to keep up), he smiled too often, didn’t snarl or grumble enough 
and he ate totally different food to what I usually would. While everyone else had brief 
moments of narrowing their eyes or asking if I was feeling well, which was getting old real 
fast, Pink Cheeks always seemed to notice the change, though oddly enough, she never 
approached us. Deku mused that it was probably because we were around other people and 
she didn’t want to bring attention to us by coming over and striking up a conversation. As far 
as the rest of the class was concerned, that would be weird. Pink Cheeks and I had very little 
interaction and considering the unwanted attention I had already been receiving thanks to her 
just being more friendly towards me, I was glad she was wise enough to stay away. Deku also 
never seeked her out. In fact, he did his best to ignore her presence altogether and keep out of 
everyone’s way when he was in the driver’s seat. 


Dont eat that shit, 1 groaned while Deku made breakfast. 


What's wrong with toast?, Deku shot back defensively, all the while his hands never stopped 
buttering the crisped slices. 


The toast isn t whats the problem, I hissed as | sat of from where I had been lying on the hill 
to glare at him, it’s the shit you put on it. Deku’s eyes flickered to the apricot jam beside his 


plate with a frown. 
But its tasty, he argued as he reached for it and started to spread it on his toast. 


The rest of the class buzzed through the kitchen and dining area around us. A few remarks 
had been made about my apparent good mood this morning, how I was “changing it up” for 
breakfast and of how I was even down here having breakfast the same time as everyone else 
rather than before most of them had even crawled out of bed. I could only grumble at Deku 
for his lack of expressing my own usual attitude. Arguably, I could take back control if I 
wanted but without practice Deku would never get the hang of being me. So far Deku had 
been doing his best to be me by avoiding conversation with anyone. 


Dont eat that, I told Deku when he had finished preparing his breakfast, do you even know 
how much sugar is in that? J hissed. 


You said I could lead for the morning, Deku pouted back, holding the slice of toast in his 
hand, that means I get to eat what I want. His pout vanished and he stuck his tongue out at 
me before raising the toast towards his mouth. 


Why you little, | growled and lunged for him, grabbing his wrist and fighting for control of 
my body. Deku pushed back against me, stubbornly pushing to take a bite of the sweetened 
toast. 


You little shit! Give me back my body, | hissed over our struggle that was quickly turning to a 
wrestling match. I didn’t bother trying to hide the smirk on my face. As fun as it was to 
wrestle with Deku and preferably finish with him pinned under me, I was just as determined 
to not let him fill me with so much sugar. I put too much effort in my body to let his sweet 
tooth blow it for me. 


Kacchan, he whined as we rolled, his smile clear on his face, Just this once. 


Never! | announced with a wicked grin. Outside my body had frozen in place, the slice of 
toast halfway to Deku’s mouth. 


I’m not giving up, Deku hissed back at the challenge. 


I'll show you, I smirked back dangerously. We rolled and rolled, trying to pin limbs down. 
Deku was on top and the toast crept closer to my mouth. I gritted my teeth and made one 
final push. On the outside only seconds had passed, long enough to be weird, though luckily 
no one had noticed yet. 


“You bastard!” I yelled. Deku had dropped away and given me full control back before I 
thought he would and the words had just slipped out and my body was already moving before 
I could think. I had wanted to swat the damn toast away and my arm was already moving in 
reality before I could pull it back. With a swing the toast went flying across the kitchen, 
everyone’s eyes following its path as it curved across the air till it landed jam side down on 
Denki’s face. I froze, the room fell silent, all eyes on Spark Plug as he pried the toast from his 
face. 


“What did I do?” he wailed dramatically. The class erupted into laughter. Iida chastised me 
from across the room with an arm chopping the air for throwing food but my focus was 
elsewhere. Deku had watched the entire thing unfold and he still lay on the hill, his shoulders 
shaking with his laughter. His cheeks were slightly flushed and his eyes closed as he laughed 
and the sight warmed me deeply. I felt I could watch him like that forever. Pink Cheeks was 
the only one in the room who’s eyes were still on me. The only one to see the soft expression 
and small smile that crossed my face. 


I let him eat the remaining slice. 


“Hey Bakugo!” came a too cheerful voice from behind me and with a groan I stopped and 
waited for her to catch up. The school day was over and our class had scattered to the wind, a 
small cluster of us heading back to the dorm. I had no extra training planned for the night, 
choosing to focus on an essay instead. Pink Cheeks jogged to my side and once she was there 
I set off walking again with her beside me. I glared ahead while she walked along beside me 
silently. My annoyance was starting to boil over by the time she finally opening her mouth to 
speak. I was not friendly enough with her to be walking from point A to point B with. I did 
not need the rest of the class overthinking this kind of shit anymore than they already did. 


“T wanted to ask if it was alright for me to speak to Deku again?” she asked and I rolled my 
eyes internally. Of course it was about Deku. When wasn’t it with her? Deku only watched 
on with a concerned frown. I could feel excitement flicker inside his chest but I could also 
feel how hesitant he was. 


“Fine. Whatever” I grumbled back, “when?” I finally looked to her out of the corner of my 
eye. I had taken a page from Deku’s book. If I didn’t agree, she would only hassle me more. 


“Oh, um” she clearly hadn’t expected me to give in without a fight. I didn’t know whether to 
be amused at her shock or irritated that I had given in too easily. Deku leaned in against my 
back. I could feel his warmth and kindness seeping into me and didn’t have to see his face to 
know the warm, loving smile he wore. It was his way of telling me that I shouldn’t be 
annoyed and that he was proud of me. 


“Ts tonight alright?” she asked having finally found her words again, “after dinner?” 


“Yeah, sure” I grumbled back. She skipped ahead of me, turning back to shoot me a thankful 
smile before she headed on down the path while I stopped, watching her go. Deku’s eyes 
followed mine up the path before he turned his attention back to me and part of me glowed at 
it. He pressed his cheek to mine and I took in a long deep breath before continuing on. 


Part of me had hoped she would forget about it or that she would get distracted long enough 
for me to slink away to bed but I hadn’t gotten to be so lucky. Deku had given a look when I 
thought of being able to avoid Pink Cheeks but his eyes had still shone with a sense of 
amusement and he didn’t say anything about it. 


What the hell are you smirking at? | hissed at him as I finished my last few bites of dinner. 


I’m not smirking, he retort....but the corner of his lips turned up in a smirk as he said it. I 
only glared back. 


I just find it amusing is all, he tried to defend himself when my glaring became too much. 


What is? | stood to take my bowl to the sink to wash and hopefully leave everyone else 
behind. 


You really don t want me talking to Uraraka, do you? He asked with a scratch to his cheek 
though he didn’t look shy about it and looked back at me with a small curious smile. 


I already told you that you could, | shot back. 


Are you jealous? He asked gently and I may or may not have slammed my bow! in the sink 
hard enough to grab people’s attention. They quickly turned away when I scowled at them. 


What the fuck would I have to be jealous of? | hissed at him with burning eyes but instead of 
flinching away or looking apologetic, he simply tilted his head and stare at me with a tight 
smile and drawn, concerned eyebrows. There was little point to this conversation. He already 
knew what I felt. I turned away to breathe for a moment. I opened my mouth to say 
something back when I was interrupted. 


“Bakugo” came an all too cheery voice and I closed my eyes to seethe in silence before 
turning back to face her after placing my dish down to dry. She stood a few feet from me and 
I thanked her silently for not getting in my space. I was not in the mood. She smiled to me 
softly with expectancy and I knew I had missed my chance to get away. 


“Yeah fine” I huffed in response and with my still damp hands in my pockets, I skulked past 
her and towards the front door. She followed me out and we walked a little way around the 
building so no one could spy on us through the windows. I had no doubt some dumb extra in 
class had seen us leave and would ask annoying questions later, but I had agreed to this so I 
would do it. 


Are you sure about this? Asked Deku cautiously. He had felt the wave of emotions coming 
from me before I had the chance to continue our discussion. He was being cautious and 
caring. He didn’t want to talk to her if it meant upsetting me at all. 


Fuck off; I told him in regard to his concerns, just get this over with. I offered him the reins 
to my body and after a long hard look, he hesitantly took them. 


“Uraraka,” Deku greeted with a small smile, “what did you want to talk about?” Pink cheeks 
had practically flinched when he had spoken her name. Now that she had the chance to speak 
to Deku like she had asked, she seemed tense and fidgety. That was not a thing about her that 
I would have paid any kind of attention to in the past unless we were in a battle together but 
Deku could tell. 


“Oh, uh, nothing in particular,” she replied, down casting her eyes, “I just wanted to be able 
to talk to you again” 


“Oh” Deku’s small smile seemed to fade a bit. I could feel Deku’s concern for me building. 
He knew how I felt about this whole thing and finding out that she had nothing important to 
tell him, he was concerned that I would get angry of her wasting my time and giving our 


classmates more reason to question how close we were(n’t). He wasn’t wrong. I was irritated 
as hell though I did my best to reign in my feelings. 


“Tt’s nice to be able to talk to you again,” she spoke up with a smile and lifting her eyes to 
Deku, “you’ve been in Bakugo’s body more often lately haven’t you?” she asked, “I can tell. 
You make him look softer” she had meant it as a compliment, I knew that much, but no one 
got away with calling me soft! Deku leaned in closer to me till his shoulder rested against 
mine, reassuring me that it hadn’t been an insult. Deku must have winced on the outside at 
the remark because suddenly Pink Cheek’s arms were waving in the air as she tried to correct 
herself. 


“What I mean is, you look calmer and more caring a-and more approachable. I didn’t mean it 
in a bad way” Deku’s smile grew and he chuckled lightly causing her to relax some. 


Is she saying I dont care about anyone? I hissed. Because I did. I just showed it in my own 
way. 


Kacchan, Deku breathed back and pressed closer. He leaned his head on my shoulder so his 
hair touched my cheek and I could feel his warmth flooding into me again. It felt good and 
calming to know that despite Pink Cheeks standing right in front of him, his attention was 
still on me. 


“T’m still not very good at pretending to be Kacchan,” he breathed with a wide smile, “I 
should consider myself lucky he even lets me try after all the mistakes I make” 


“T prefer you the way you are” Pink Cheeks commented with a blush? I narrowed my eyes at 
her while Deku smiled on. 


“Well I can’t be too nice or people are going to start thinking something 1s off’ laughed 
Deku. If he noticed Pink Cheeks step closer, he didn’t react to it. 


“T-there’s something I’ve been wanted to get off my chest for a while,” she spoke up and 
Deku grew more serious and gave her his attention, “I said it at your funeral when I could say 
a few words privately but I guess since you were with Bakugo, you didn’t hear them” she 
went on, her brown eyes darting away like she was embarrassed. She took another step closer 
till Deku had to tilt his head down to still look at her. 


“What is it?” Deku asked and I could feel my own chest tightening. The idiot. 


“T should have told you a long time ago” she went on, lifting her chin to look to Deku, to my 
face. Her eyes searched mine for a moment as though she was trying to see Deku’s old self in 
them, his green hair, bright green eyes and freckles. She looked to open her mouth again to 
speak when she hesitated a moment then changed direction. She shot up onto her toes till her 
lips locked to Deku’s — mine — before she dropped away again a second later, her cheeks even 
pinker than before. Deku was stunned and a confusion of emotions swirled inside him while 
all I could feel was rage erupt in me. How dare she kiss me and my boyfriend. I was enraged 
on two fronts. 


You bitch, I seethed. 


“T like you Deku. Izuku. I always have,” she looked up into Deku’s wide red eyes while tears 
formed in her own, “I wish I had told you the truth sooner. I’m sorry” her tears seemed to 
overflow and she lowered her head as he shoulders shook. 


Let me at her! | barked. In the shock of her sudden kiss and confession, Deku had shot up 
straight with his back as stiff as a board, his mouth a frown while his eyes were wide. His 
eyes flicked to me for a moment and then away again. I could see sadness glistening in them 
but I could feel him holding on, not letting me take back control just yet. I could feel him 
wanting me to wait, to hold onto my explosive emotions while he tried to right things. I 
seethed at him but stopped pushing. He had handled things well with her before and I had to 
have faith that he would again. 


“T should have confessed sooner,” she sobbed on, “then maybe we could have been together, 
even if it was just for a while” Deku lifted an arm and I gritted my teeth at the thought of him 
hugging her right now. Instead he placed a hand on her shoulder and her head snapped up to 
face him. He spread his lips in an awkward grin. 


“You know you just kissed Kacchan right?” he asked almost light heartedly. Her eyes grew 
wide with realization. She sprung back and held her hands up between us. 


“Oh my god,” she gasped, her tears forgotten, “I just kissed Bakugo” she rose a hand to cover 
her mouth before dropping it away again. 


“Oh my god, I am so, so sorry. God, he probably wants to kill me right now. I-“ she didn’t 
finish her words. She looked to Deku who only wore the same smile at her before she 
covered her mouth again, turned on her heel and left. Deku watched her go but the moment 
she was out of sight his legs threatened to fail beneath him and he leaned back against the 
wall for support and let out a heavy sigh. 


Sorry, he breathed to me, J just ruined your first kiss. He smirked at me apologetically. 


You idiot, I hissed back, you were my first kiss. 


I wasn’t thrilled about the whole experience and Deku had a lot of feelings to unpack over it 
yet he stayed in control as we hiked up the stairs to our room because he knew if he 
relinquished control to me I would have thrown a fit. 


While Deku laid us on my bed till I calmed, I tired to unpack his feelings and put a name to 
everything I felt from strongest to weakest. Concern, confusion, anxiety and fear, followed by 
surprise, joy, affection and a sense of peace. It was such a concoction of emotions that it was 


hard to keep track of and very few I could fully understand. His concern, fear and anxiety 
were over me and how he worried I would feel and react to what had happened. He could 
already feel me displeasure over it all and that’s probably what made him feel worse. 
Although, I thought he was beyond fearing me these days and that stung. The joy and 
affection I could tell stemmed from his feelings he sheltered for her and that only made me 
feel even angrier. 


Finally he made a move to break the silence that hung between us when he realized my anger 
wasn’t dying down. 


Kacchan, he began. 
Shut it, I spat back, I don t want to hear your damn apologies. 


I dont really see why I should be apologizing for anything, he shot back with a frown. He had 
tried to start this off gently and I had already irritated him. 
I didn t do anything wrong. He remarked. 


You could have not let her get so close, I snapped back accusingly, you could have given me 
back control so I could have pushed her away. 


I wasn t the one who kissed her! Deku shot back with a snarl, why are you getting so mad at 
me for it? I turned on him with burning red eyes. 


Because you still have damn feelings for her, | hissed. He narrowed his eyes at me and I had 
only pissed him off more. He glared back at me with hard green eyes. 


Yes, I liked her before, alright! He threw up his arms at me, but I can t just turn my feelings 
off like a damn light switch! I liked YOU Kacchan, I always did. Until high school I never 
even thought of anyone else other than you! He pointed a finger into my chest. 


Never in my life did I think you would ever like me back so I figured it was time to move on. I 
tried opening myself to others. So yes, I liked Uraraka. She was nice and sweet and 
supportive, everything you weren t. I tried to like someone else and it worked but it never 
replaced how I felt for you. His voice had died down and I felt the twinge of pain in my chest 
from him. His words stung and it made me feel guilty for not realizing my own feelings 
sooner. I was just as bad as Pink Cheeks. As Uraraka. I never had it in me to admit my 
feelings until Deku — Izuku — was already gone. 


I turned away, my eyes stinging with the wave of guilt that washed over me. I had taken so 
much from Izuku over the years. I had bullied and isolated him. Made it impossible for him 
to have any friends to rely on. Without meaning to, I had kept his feelings for me burning by 
being the only person he had the opportunity to interact with, even when I turned each of 
those interactions sour with my cruelty. Come high school he had finally made friends and 
meaningful connections with others but it hadn’t been enough. Even in high school I had 
taken from him. If I had realized my feelings sooner I could have apologized to him. I could 
have tried to mend our childhood friendship. I could have been there for him. And I had 
taken his chance of love too. If I had just realized sooner, then maybe I could have loved him 
in the real world too. I could have brought him home over the holidays to introduce as my 


boyfriend. I could have shown off our relationship to the class so everyone knew he was 
mine. Uraraka never would have dared kiss him if she had known. 


Kacchan? He asked gently having felt my pain. He crept closer, coming around me to try to 
see my face but I hung my head low. 


Kacchan, I- he tried to apologize but he was right, he hadn’t done anything wrong. 


I’m sorry, | chocked out before he could finish, /’m sorry for everything. I hated the way my 
voice cracked and how my throat tightened with the threat of tears. I had so much to 
apologize to him for that I didn’t know where to begin. I only hoped that he could feel it all 
from me to save me trying to find the words. I felt a pain in my chest from him again before 
his arms were around me, holding me to him tightly even as I refused to lift my head. 


I know Kacchan, was all he had to whisper for me to chock and the tears to fall. Izuku never 
let go until I had calmed and with a gentle hand lifting my chin he kissed me. The kiss wasn’t 
much, just his lips locked to mine as I peered into his half lidded green eyes that shone with a 
warmth that told me that he was mine, inviting me to reaffirm it. I moved my lips against his 
with need and he moved to match me until we were both panting and hot and naked and I got 
to feel him in a way that no one else ever could. 


Izuku didn’t hold a grudge against me. He hadn’t meant to hurt me with his words. He had 
only been telling me the truth and he had been right, I was jealous. With Uraraka giving him 
attention I feared that his feelings for her would grow and smother what we had built 
together. I had feared that despite him dwelling inside of me that he would long for her and I 
was afraid. I didn’t want to feel that sort of pain. But Izuku loved me. I knew that, I had felt it 
for months now how strongly he cared for me and I had been a fool to think that someone 
else could stomp on it and crush years’ worth of hidden feelings. 


He was mine and I was his and that was all that truly mattered. 


Chapter End Notes 


I've been meaning to try to transition Bakugo calling Deku Izuku for a while now but it 
just never felt natural enough, so there you have it! He called him Izuku in his mind 
because Uraraka did. Feels like a pathetic reason but I'm going to go with Bakugo 
realizing saying Izuku's actual name had a sort of intimacy to it and go with that. 


Chapter 22 


Chapter Notes 


I apologize to those who have been following this story as it progresses each week for 
not posting a new chapter until now. I feel terrible for it and have been going through 
hectic times but on top of all of that personal stuff, I just found this chapter super hard to 
write so apologies for its badness. Please forgive! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Uraraka had gone from overly friendly, in my books anyway, to awkward. She still made an 
effort to greet us in the morning with a shy wave and crooked smile but she made no attempt 
to reach out to Izuku or myself after that kiss. From Izuku’s observations I knew she was 
feeling awkward about having kissed us, or more so she had gone to kiss Izuku but then 
remembered it was still my body she had done it with. Anyone would feel embarrassed after 
a fuck up like that. I only rolled my eyes and groaned. 


“You two have a fight or something?” asked Sero as he approached his desk. 
“Oh, a lover’s quarrel” teased Kaminari dramatically 


“Hell no” I spat back at the two of them before turning away to face the front of the room. I 
was over their shit and glad Uraraka was back to keeping her distance. Yet, something didn’t 
sit right in my gut about the whole thing. 


You should date Pink Cheeks, | told Izuku a week later. I’d had time to mull over what had 
been bothering me so much and after finally putting words to the feeling I was fairly 
confident I had figured it out. 


What? Izuku blinked back at me with wide, stunned green eyes that in almost any other 
context I could lose myself in. 


You heard me, | said with an eye roll. We had been lying side by side on our hill when I had 
brought up the topic suddenly and Izuku had sat up to look down at me. 


Is this what’ been bothering you all week? he asked, because I know somethings been on 
your mind, he added with a huff of disbelief. 


So? I shot back. I had said my piece already and felt the itch of irritation that he wasn’t 
accepting it. 


So! he shot back, you were pissed that she kissed me before and NOW you want me to date 
her? In your body I might add, I wasn’t a fan of how his eyes lifted to the heavens with that 
last bit and I frowned up at him for it. 


No, he said firmly like I’d just asked him the most ridiculous thing ever. 


Why? I hissed. I shifted to sit up on the hill and Izuku leaned out of my space to allow it but 
his green eyes were hard on me. 


Why? he echoed, because I’m with you and so many other reasons, he threw his hands up in 
the air like it was obvious, and yeah, I had thought of them and their annoying complications 
but I was adamant on this. 


She likes you, you like her, what's the big deal? | asked with narrowed eyes. 


Because I’m with you! he shot back, eyes wide and his arms thrown my way like I needed the 
extra emphasis. I did not. 


And I’m telling you, you can be with her, | reaffirmed. 


I dont want to be with Uraraka. I want to be with you! his voice was getting louder and 
higher the longer this went on. It would have been entertaining in any other context. 


Where is this even coming from? he asked and his shoulders slumped before straightening 
again like he had hit a brick wall and was looking for a new way around it. 


You’re the one who told me you wanted me to live and not cling onto you, | explained. 
Okay, I didn t say it like THAT — he began before I interjected. 


I know that idiot. Point is you didn t want to feel like a shackle on any future potential love 
life or whatever, I rolled my eyes because if I got my way it would just be Izuku and I forever 
but I was trying to not be so selfish for once in my life. 


I want to do the same for you, I added sincerely and looked him in the eyes. No glaring. Just 
looking into his green gaze to see if he truly understood me or not. When he was quiet I 
pushed on. 


You want me to let go to some degree and experience love with someone else one day, so 
shouldn t you be allowed to do the same? You have Uraraka right now who would accept you 


as you are and you dont want to take that? I saw the way she looked at you despite being 
inside my body, it was like she could still see you as you behind me! 


Izuku only looked at me with furrowed brows and pressed lips for a long moment while the 
gears in his head turned. Finally he closed his eyes and turned his face away with a defeated 
sigh and.... 


No, he said firmly and with that he stood up and walked away. 


Izuku didn’t have it in him to prolong the silent treatment for long and was easily broken with 
he offering of not saying a word against him eating his sweet breakfasts the next morning and 
although Izuku could pick up on my sense of triumph at that he got his revenge by going 
back for seconds with his sweet tooth, shooting me a shit-eating grin as he did. The cute 
asshole. I wanted to tackle him and distract him from his food with play but he ducked and 
ran for it with a chuckle. Needless to say almost everything was back to normal except for 
when it came to Uraraka. 


Izuku practically made a point of never looking in her direction and if her name was ever 
mentioned in a conversation near us, he would tune out of it as soon as her name slipped past 
their lips. It was borderline frustrating. Myself on the other hand, I watched her movements 
from the corner of my eye and my ears pricked at the sound of her voice or name. I didn’t let 
the idoit-amigos catch me doing it either but that was a point Izuku had pushed back on me 
when he had mentioned ‘so many other reasons’ and he wasn’t wrong. If Izuku was to date 
Uraraka while in my body it would look painfully obvious that I was the one dating her and I 
would never hear the end of it. It was a sacrifice I was willing to make. 


I knew I would have moments of jealously but I wanted Izuku to be happy in every way 
possible. As happy as he was with me, and I knew he was because I could feel it daily, I 
wanted to give him more and Uraraka had presented the opportunity for that, even if it didn’t 
sit well with me one hundred percent of the way. 


Picking up on my line of thoughts I could feel Izuku’s emotions pushing back against me. His 
irritation at knowing that I was still thinking about pairing him and Uraraka together. He 
wasn’t pleased about it but he didn’t open his mouth about it either. I took that not so much as 
a quiet acceptance thing but more so of a ‘he’Il drop it eventually’ thing. But how wrong he 
was. 


Since becoming intimate with Izuku, he had never needed to retreat to my subconscious to 
give me privacy these days and for the first time in a long time that was a problem. The 
school bell rang for lunch and for a change I was up from my desk like a rocket and across 
the room a second later to intercept Uraraka as she left. As soon as Izuku knew what I was up 
to he tried pulling me back with a hiss but I ignored him, hell bent on my stupid goal. I could 
even feel Izuku trying to take control, to put the brakes on the whole event but I held strong 
and didn’t allow it. He grit his teeth and I swear I heard a small growl come from him. Maybe 
I was rubbing off on him more than I thought. 


“Ur — Pink Cheeks” I called out as I approached her, catching my words before I blundered 
them. She tuned back with a hint of surprise. I stmply jerked my chin at her and turned to 
head down the opposite hallway for some privacy and she followed without a word. The 
moment we were along I stopped and turned back to face her. 


“Ts everything alright Bakugo?” she asked with a slight tilt of her head and I was glad she 
knew it was me at least. Inside Izuku watched on with growing irritation and panic. 


“Yeah. I’ve got a question for you though?” I told her flatly and she stood a little straighter, 
ready for it, “would you date Izuku even if it meant him using my body?” I asked her with a 
straight face. She recoiled a little at the question before looking away and blinking in 
thought. 


“T mean,” she began thoughtfully, “I’d like that, but it’s still your body Bakugo. I-“ 


“I’m fine with it” I cut her off flatly and she blushed heavily, her cheeks growing even pinker 
than usual. 


““A-are you sure?” she asked cautiously. 


“Yes” I replied firmly. God, sometimes her and Izuku were so alike it was nauseating. Both 
always so worried about everyone else and always needing to double or triple check 
everything. 


“Oh — well — um — I — uh—I suppose” she managed. 
“Shit, don’t sound too excited about it” I snorted and rolled my eyes. 


“Oh, what, no I am! I just —“ she waved her arms between us like she was trying to deflect an 
attack, “wasn’t expecting something like this” she lowered her hands and her voice along 
with it, her cheeks still burning and gazed downwards. 


“There” I spoke aloud and firmly and she flinched, her brown eyes lifting to me but my eyes 
were far away, “she said she’d date you. So hurry up” I told Izuku and he only frowned back 
at me. Apparently it wasn’t as easy at getting Uraraka to agree to get him to go along with it. 


We argued more than we had before that night, bouncing back and forth so much I felt like a 
dog chasing it’s own tail yet never catching it. 


Just, shut up, alright I hissed finally with my hands raised like I was ready to strangle 
someone, J get it alright. I see your points but this is what you wanted, | told him, lowering 
my hands. We had been circling each other like wolves ready to pounce the whole time and I 
was growing tired of arguing, or maybe it was Izuku’s tiredness I was feeling, or both. I 
didn’t know. Sometimes what we felt became one so much that it was impossible to tell who 
the emotion was coming from. 


No, it’s what YOU want Kacchan, he bit back with a scowl, J was talking about you and only 
you when I mentioned wanting you to live and love someone other than me in the future 


We are in this together, | scoffed in return, why should it be me who gets that kind of freedom 
granted to them but not you too. That’ only fair, right? | shrugged my shoulders with a manic 
grin while I asked the question. 


The difference is IM DEAD KACCHAN, he spat, I said it because I wanted you to have the 
freedom to marry or have kids or do whatever you want, his expression softened with a sigh 
and he hung his head, “I love being with you Kacchan but this, us, can’t be forever. Not 
exclusively anyway” He lazily gestured between the two of us with a couple flicks of the 
wIiist. 


Right. And I agree. So date the girl 


Kacchan, before he would have yelled my name with annoyance but now my name slipped 
from his tongue like a tired sigh. 


Just try it, | insisted with the last shred of patience I had in me. The words were practically 
squeezed from behind clenched teeth. Izuku lifted his head, his green eyes tired and sad but I 
held my gaze, hoping my own eyes conveyed how much I wanted this for him. I knew he was 
happy with me but I wanted him to experience everything he could too and if that meant with 
my body than so be it. Years from now I might meet someone special and he would push the 
same for me. Our eyes locked for a long time, mine pleaful and trusting while his were laced 
with uncertainty until final he gave me a small nod and that all I needed. 


And so Izuku and Uraraka started dating. I was fucking awkward to begin with, watching 
them both um and uh around each other like some damn idiots. I may be shit with expressing 
my emotions and speaking them aloud but at least I didn’t almost trip over my own feet just 
from a girl saying hello or feeling light headed from the heat burning in my cheeks over a 


simple hand hold — but then again, it was my body so I guess I was that idiot to the outside 
world. I had to kick myself almost every time they interacted to not point out how 
embarrassing they looked. 


But it got better with time. 


Uraraka always knew which one of us she was talking to even when I didn’t call her Pink 
Cheeks to her face. She had commented on it before that when Izuku was in control, that my 
eyes looked softer. So she knew a with a quick glance which one of us she was dealing with 
and respectfully kept her distance when it was me. 


Izuku was spending more and more time in my skin, half of it with Uraraka while the other 
half of the time he studied in class or exercised or even started to take part in our practical 
hero classes. He had spent some time trying to master using my quirk but he obviously had a 
long way to go with that. 


We ’ve got plenty of time, I reminded him with a hand ruffling through his hair and a broad 
smirk. 


The time we spent training and when we went to sleep was our time. Time for us to be alone 
together where we could analysis our moves from the day or to connect intimately again. 
More than once I had interrupted him mid rant by leaning in till our lips met. He did very 
little to resist me with only a muffled noise of surprise or grunt of irritation that I had 
interrupted him but other than a single sound he melted back into me with just as much 
hunger and passion as always. 


When Uraraka hinted towards wanting to take things beyond just hand holding or hugging 
after two months Izuku panicked, spewing out that he and I were in a relationship too. 
Uraraka’s eyes had grown wide, her words died away and she looked just plain shocked 
while Izuku apologized and muttered on about how he should have been honest about that 
from the beginning and rambled on about the agreement we had come to for them to date and 
so on. It had taken her time to process, long enough for the sun to set while we sat outside 
beside her and for Izuku to run out of words to say. He lowered his head in a gloom while 
Uraraka pondered away silently until finally she lifted her head and fixed a stern gaze on 
Izuku. I was more impressed that her eyes didn’t look watery with unshed tears and I hadn’t 
heard a single sniffle from her the whole time. 


I had sat by Izuku quietly on the hill, having our own inner discussion while we waited for 
her to say or do anything. He had been a blubbering mess, thinking he had led her on and 
been disloyal to the both of us and I had to speak up before he spiraled any further. I 
reminded him that he wasn’t being disloyal to me, that I had asked him to try this and he had 
been enjoying it once he got over the initial embarrassment of it all. It had escaped my mind 
too to tell her about our own relationship. I hadn’t thought it would be such a mental hurdle 
for Izuku to get over. I figured that he would have just gone along with her and pretended our 
relationship didn’t exist. I was content to know he was still mine each time I closed my eyes 
to sleep and that I had a stronger connection with him than anyone else. But Izuku viewed it 
as cheating when he was faced with it now. He blubbered on about how much he loved me 
and how much I meant to him and how he hadn’t thought about things actually progressing 


with Uraraka. He hadn’t expected things to go as smoothly as they had so far and admittedly 
neither had I. 


I thought Uraraka would have gotten sick of dealing with everyone harassing her with 
‘you’re dating Bakugo? No way!’ because that’s what it looked like to all those extras. I was 
sure tired of getting an earful from the entirety of the class. When Izuku was in control he 
took it with a sheepish grin he couldn’t push down and the glare he had been practicing to 
wear. The look worked in it’s own way, looking menacing and wrong enough to make anyone 
around to see it to shut up and back off. It did the job so I didn’t correct him on it, instead 
watching on with a proud and amused smirk. 


Most of the time spent with Uraraka was somewhere away from the prying eyes of the rest of 
the class who caught on annoyingly fast. Never alone behind a closed door, Izuku was too 
modest for that and his face flushed just thinking about what we got up to where no one else 
could see. But outside, seated against the side of a building or walking through the trees off 
the beaten path while they talked and smiled like idiots in love. And I didn’t mind, maybe a 
little, but I endured. I kept to myself mostly. Sometimes I teased Izuku for something but it 
was light and fun. 


Uraraka’s eyes looked into mine — into Izuku’s red ones and she smiled. A small warm, soft 
smile that demanded Izuku’s attention. 


“That’s alright” she said in a soft voice just a hint above a whisper and slid her hand into 
ours. Izuku had kept his eyes mostly dry on the outside and had patiently just waited silently 
while we had discussed things inside. 


“But-“ Izuku began, his own voice airy. 


“T don’t mind” she told him gently, her smile reaching her eyes and even I couldn’t look 
away, amazed at how well she was dealing with this. 


“You and Bakugo have always been special to each other haven’t you” it wasn’t a question, 
“and it’s been just you and him all this time,” she smiled softly as she glanced down to watch 
her fingers trace patterns across our own. Izuku couldn’t take his eyes off of her, his cheeks 
warming as his chest lightened with enough relief that even I sighed from it. She looked back 
up at him with such warm loving eyes that even I felt the flutter in our chest at the sight 
before I tried to remove myself from it. Uraraka was for Izuku and Izuku was for me. Now 
that she was privy to that and still accepted it with such warmth and grace, I could see this 
working. 


So it was official. We were to be an odd trio in secret and just a duo to the public. As time 
went by everyone started chalking up my — the times when Izuku was leading — good 
moments to Uraraka’s influence and left it at light teasing or the nosy ones pushing for 
details, not that there was much to say at that point. 


It wasn’t till the third month that they actually kissed and, well what can I say, Izuku wasn’t 
half bad at it after all the practice we had gotten in. I couldn’t help but smirk to myself in 
those moments, oddly proud that he didn’t suck at it and therefore make me look bad too. 
Whenever they were being intimate I tried to detach myself from it, wishing to give them as 


much privacy as possible, but it was impossible to block out everything. At first Izuku had 
held back, keeping the intimacy light and simple for my sake until I growled at him to stop 
giving a shit. It was a weird feeling. Not only knowing my boyfriend was kissing someone 
else, but also kind of....feeling it. I couldn’t block out sensations fully nor could I do it as 
well as Izuku did so every now and again it’s as though I could feel the kisses as though they 
were on me and I could feel the fluttering in my chest coming from Izuku. 


And then one day, he did something different. 


All throughout their moments I knew Izuku could feel my slight discomfort to the situation. 
Sharing my boyfriend, feeling the odd sensations and hint of emotions and being a third 
wheel in my own body all added up to a mound of confusion. So one day when he and 
Uraraka had shut themselves off in her room — Izuku’s own room long since emptied and him 
not wanting to do anything in our room because he still thought of it as my room — and begun 
making out with her on the bed in the dark, he turned to me as well. Usually in our shared 
mental scape I literally got up and walked away, far enough to be out of view when he was 
alone with her. I already felt it and could see and hear it even without him right beside me but 
for some reason I just felt uncomfortable being so close to him while he was with her. But 
this time he seeked me out and the thing about sharing a mental scape is, you always knew 
where the other person was. It was just a feeling you followed until you found them — like an 
invisible string. 


What are you doing here nerd? | raised an eyebrow at him but he was silent as he 
approached, a small smile on his lips that made me narrow my eyes and try to feel out his 
intentions as he walked closer. I stood from the flat rock in the woods I had been perched on 
to face him till he stood right before me. I could see the shining of love and lust in his eyes 
and that was one of the reasons I didn’t want to be with him when he was with her. I didn’t 
want to see that look he had once only shared for me pointed at someone else. I know it was a 
stupid and selfish small thing but it was something I just couldn’t shake. 


I opened my mouth to bark a ‘what?’ at him when he closed the distance between our faces 
and locked his lips to mine. The psychical touch brought a wave of emotions and sensations 
with it that was strong enough to make my knees buckle but his arms were right there to 
catch me and hold me to him. 


I could feel everything at once and it was overwhelming. I could feel his lips on mine and the 
heat and want behind it but more than that I could also feel his lips on Uraraka’s. Both at the 
same time. I felt his emotions pouring into me. The warmth and care he felt for Uraraka and 
the love and lust he felt for me all pooled into one swirling mass of heat between us that took 
my breath away. I could feel how happy he was that I had given him the chance to be with 
Uraraka, to live that part of his high school life that he had missed out on. I could feel his 
gratitude but overlapping all of that I could feel his overwhelming love and affection for me 
as he kissed both of us so deep and passionately at the same time until we were in sync, his 
lips moving against each of ours at the same time and his warm emotions pooled into me. It 
was something surreal. 


When it was over Izuku pulled away, his green eyes half lidded and shining with something 
so magnificent I couldn’t put words to it. Even now, he took my breath away. 


It only escalated from there. 


As the physical aspect of their relationship progressed, Izuku always seeked me out and 
involved me in his own way. If his hand slid up her shirt and caressed his chest, he caressed 
mine. If he lapped at her nipple he did the same to me. If his hands slid down the front of her 
pants, he slid it down the front of mine too. I wasn’t opposed to it. At first it made me feel a 
little odd and overwhelmed as the rush of emotions came with it every time but it soon 
became a new high to chase. I enjoyed it. It made me feel wanted and it felt good knowing 
that even with Uraraka in his arms, that he still came for me and still wanted to feel and enjoy 
all of those sensations with me, even when he — we — were the one being touched. The first 
time she pressed herself against Izuku’s erection I felt the heat flood through my body. The 
first time she touched it and every time after that, I felt it too. Other times Izuku would be the 
one touching me while she touched him, connecting the sensation back to him with burning 
hot eyes that drove me mad. 


The first time they had sex, I felt that too. Despite having done it plenty with Izuku before, it 
had all been inside my head with my body reacting on the outside but this was a first for both 
of us, for our physical body anyway and I couldn’t hide from it even if I wanted to. The 
closeness, the emotions involved, | felt it all and I found myself just as out of breath as Izuku 
himself. The next time it happened, he didn’t let me get away. Everything he did to her he did 
to me and the mingled sensations of both what he was feeling and myself was so strong that it 
made tears prick at the corners of my eyes that he licked away before returning to kissing 
down to my neck as he did Uraraka’s. 


Slowly but surely I felt like we were becoming closer again, merging together stronger than 
we had before and I wondered what changes that had been doing to my body this time 
around. 


Chapter End Notes 


So there you have it! The worst chapter I have written for this fic (in my personal 
opinion) 


I had the base idea in my head which was for the characters to become their own kind of 
throuple really - or more so Deku having two partners - an open relationship? Gah, 
details! 


I do very much apologize for how long it took me to get this chapter out. Every time I 
started writing it, it just felt so stiff that I couldn't bare it and kept putting it down for 

later until two weeks or so had past! My bad. This chapter felt choppy and lacking it's 
usual detail and I'm just glad its over and done with. Sorry if it disappoints anyone or 

feels rushed....because it kind of was. I hate it when the rest of the story can't progress 
because I'm stuck on one part. So infuriating. 


I hope everything from here on will go much smoother because I have a solid plan for it 
all (only a few chapters left!) I swear after this fic though I am so completing my stories 
100% before posting! I feel so disconnected with my own fic sometimes when I'm only 
doing pieces at a time. Lesson Learnt as the cost of this fic *sheds a tear* 


Chapter 23 


Chapter Notes 


Light manga spoiler warning! 

For those who've read the manga you'll see that I just plucked out a few key elements 
from the season 6 arc to come to use for this chapter - for those who have not read the 
manga, don't stress, the manga goes very differently then what I did with those elements. 
So spoiler/not spoiling....idk...just thought I'd let you know anyway. 


Apologies that this chapter ALSO took me a while to get out. I maaaay have dropped 
my laptop and broken it.... my bad. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Months passed and our odd little relationship was going a lot smoother than I would have 
thought. Somethings irked me though like how sometimes Uraraka would ask Izuku about his 
relationship with me or talk about us in general like I wasn’t right fucking there listening — I 
had the feeling she was just trying to irritate me but the way Izuku blushed and his chest 
warmed when he did talk about me to her was the only thing that calmed me enough to not 
want to scream. And she was getting a little too bold for my liking. The entire school, 
teachers included pretty much knew of ‘our’ relationship now. Not even All Might knew that 
it was Izuku dating her and not me which pissed me off as he congratulated me and made a 
remark on how I’m more relaxed these days or something. Izuku had to remind me not to tell 
the man the truth just to shut him up. We both already knew the hero would be against the 
idea of Izuku letting his presence be known to anyone due to it being a risk of exposing One 
For All. 


But Uraraka was getting bold enough that even when I was in control she would come sit by 
me during lunch or talk to me about school work. She even approached me about wanting to 
do sparring matches — I couldn’t turn down a challenge like that — but more and more she was 
encroaching on my space and I wasn’t a fan. There was being friendly and then there was 
being, well, I just didn’t like it. I didn’t even like my own actual friends pestering me. Izuku 
on the other hand hummed to himself happily at her attempts to ‘get to know me’ as he put it. 
I could only grit my teeth in return. 


“You're already dating my boyfriend, why can’t you just leave me the fuck alone!” I snapped 
at her and her voice died in her throat as she clamped her jaw shut. I had been marching back 
to the dorm after a workout session with All Might. The sun was setting, giving everything an 
orange tinge and I was already in a sour mood when who happened upon me other than 
stupid Pink Cheeks. 


Uraraka looked genuinely shocked by my outburst which was absurd because they were what 
I was known for — or at least I was before Mr. Sunshine inside me couldn’t help but to be 


nicer to everyone than I liked — Izuku on the other hand turned an almost dangerous green 
stare my way. 


Kacchan! He hissed with borderline anger, shes trying to be your friend. You dont have to be 
such an ass to her. I only glared back at him. Was he taking her side? 


No, I’m not taking anyone 5 side Kacchan, he spoke firmly as he picked up on my thought, 
you dont have to be so mean to everyone all the time. And all she did was call your name. 
She didn t deserve to be snapped at like that. | could feel his annoyance coming off of him in 
waves. Something that didn’t happen often. I clicked my tongue and turned away. 


“T-I’m sorry Bakugo,” spoke Uraraka, down casting her eyes, “D-do you really have a 
problem with me dating Deku, b-because if you do, you both were together first, so I —“ 


Tell her you’re sorry, demanded Izuku, his green eyes burning into me, apologize! 
“No” I interrupted her. She lifted her brown eyes to me with confusion. 


“T don’t care about you two dating,” I affirmed with a lowered voice, “do what you want” I 
turned away to continue down the path with a sigh. Izuku’s irritation lessened some but it 
wasn’t completely gone. 


“Sorry” I added quietly as I stepped away. She didn’t speak or follow after me and the rest of 
Izuku’s anger drained away and that was enough for me to know that had heard me. 


It was genuinely uncomfortable to be around her when I was myself. She would approach me 
all smiles meanwhile I couldn’t bare to look her in the eye. Izuku in control or not, Uraraka 
had seen me naked and yet she still smiled at me like nothing was wrong. I got it, I had given 
them that freedom, pushed for it even but I couldn’t shake the discomfort that came with it 
entirely no matter how hard I tried to bury it down. Every time she looked at me, it was like I 
could see a knowing glint in her eyes and J had to turn away. Izuku told me I was imagining 
it, but that didn’t stop me from seeing it. Maybe not so much knowing as attraction? I mean, I 
couldn’t blame her there but before Izuku she had never batted an eye in my direction like 
that before and yet now my skin crawled when she looked me up and down with a flirtatious 
smirk that I knew was meant for Izuku and not me. Izuku had already noticed my issues with 
the arrangement and had asked me about it. I had shaken off his concerns. It had not escaped 
my attention though how the pair had been holding back on my account. I wasn’t pleased 
either way really. In the beginning I figured it would be uncomfortable, yeah, but that I would 
get more accustomed to it and Izuku did a plenty good job of distracting me in those 
moments by involving me in his own way - and fuck did I love it with everything feeling so 
much more intense — but it still ate away at me bit by bit. 


I laid back down on our bed with a heavy sigh, draping an arm over my eyes ready for sleep. 
My mind took me to that familiar hill I had grown to love so much and when I moved my 
arm away Izuku was smiling warmly down at me. 


“What, nerd?” I barked but it lacked the bite. 


“Nothing,” he smiled, “you look so peaceful when you sleep” he commented and I sat up, 
shoving him back as I did. He giggled. 


“You stare at me while I sleep? You freak” I sneered with a hint of a smirk tugging at my lips. 


“T wish” he scoffed back and rolled his eyes as he lowered himself to his knees before me, “T 
can’t really manage to stay up any longer than you can once you do fall asleep” 


“That doesn’t stop you doing it here” I retorted and he broke into a wide smile. Busted. 
“That’s true” 


I huffed back and laid back down. I felt a weight on my hips and smirked to myself before 
Izuku leaned forward, his face hovering above mine. 


“What are you so damn happy about?” I huffed as he shifted his weight on me, moving his 
hips further down. 


“Nothing” he grinned back as he leaned forward and settled his head on my chest as he lay on 
me. I exhaled a long breath and draped an arm over his back. 


It was peaceful moments like this with him that I enjoyed the most, even more so than the 
intense steamy moments at times and I let my eyes drift closed with his warmth and weight 
on me, feeling his chest press against me with each breathe he took. So alive inside me. At 
times like this I could forget everything else, the stress of balancing hero work, training and 
studies and Izuku and Uraraka’s relationship. When it was just him and I like this, I could 
forget the whole world around me for a while and just melt in his company. 


If I had known that was to be one of our last moments like that, I would have chosen to never 
leave it when I opened my eyes in the morning. I never would have let myself waste so much 
time on other things. 


Our work studies were combined. Something big was going down yet no one would say what 
and that infuriated me to no end. I hated being treated like some dumb kid when we were not 
far off being practical pro heroes. Izuku did his best to remind me to stay calm, and it worked 
to a degree. Instead of losing my cool and yelling out loud, I kept my screaming to a 
minimum internally and mostly settled for grinding my teeth - another habit Izuku tried 
desperately to make me stop, ranting on about how damaging it was to my teeth — but this 


time he let me be as he was too focused on gathering as much information around us as 
possible. I was observant myself, but when Izuku was focused it was almost scary now that I 
knew how fast his head could take in and sort information, accompanied by quick paced 
mumbling with it. 


We got to work evacuating a city which only grinded my gears more as it was basic grunt 
work and what ever big was going on was elsewhere. Screw the need for keeping us safe just 
because we were students. I wanted the action. Izuku nudged at me with a warm smile to 
remind me to keep calm and focus on the task given to me, which was fine, just fine, until 
Izuku’s attention drifted to elsewhere. Uraraka and several others from our class were here 
too, clearing out the place as instructed and at first I thought he was just looking her way 
until I too turned my head and saw there was no one. 


What the hell is it? | asked him with a stern voice. We were still doing hero work, even if it 
was boring, and his attention very rarely strayed when on the job. He didn’t look back at me 
though, standing there, staring off into the distance. 


We should go, he replied without tearing his gaze away. I narrowed my eyes in the outside 
world, trying to see what ever it was he was seeing in that direction, but there was nothing. 
Not a single soul in sight. I could feel a knot starting to form in my gut, only it wasn’t me, it 
was coming from Izuku as tension was building inside him. His green eyes grew wider. 
Finally he turned back to face me, his eyes burning with concern and anxiety as the tense 
feeling roiling in our gut grew. 


What? | asked, my own eyes starting to reflect his growing concern. 
I can feel him, cant you? he asked. I didn’t think his eyes could get much wider. 
Who? | demanded. 


All For One, Izuku whispered with dismay and there he was, this frantic wild looking white 
haired maniac coming our way from the sky. It wasn’t the bald freak, it was Shigaraki. 


“Shit” I hissed aloud and went to move. I aimed my palms behind me to take off. Izuku was 
practically the embodiment of One For All inside me or at least a part of it even if he did live 
separate from the rest and if he could feel All For One or Shigaraki coming then the opposite 
must work, right? 


How did you know? (asked as I took to the air and headed off to the west. Sure enough 
Shigaraki changed his trajectory to head our way. 


“Shit, shit, shit” I hissed to myself. I knew from Izuku’s sense that he was following us. 


I just felt it, he tried to explain desperately, his attention finally coming back to me. That 
feeling in my gut, the knot tightening wasn’t what he had been feeling. Whatever connection 
he had felt from Shigaraki, I hadn’t felt myself. I had been feeling his anxiety pooling into me 
and for good reason. Last time we had seen Shigaraki and his league, he hadn’t been able to 
move like that. 


It’s All For One, Izuku explained, J-J can feel it but, he hesitated, it’s in him. I can feel it in 
Shigaraki. | grit my teeth. The maniac was catching up. Izuku’s eyes were wide with so many 
worries and concerns. 


Whatever, think about it later, first lets get this asshole away from here, | barked at him and 
Izuku slapped his cheeks with both hands, blinked and then nodded. 


Right! He shouted back with the hint of a smile and looked to me with his usual determined 
face that only made me smirk back. 


That’s more like it, I told him and with a more confident and determined sneer I blasted with 
only the one hand, turning in the air to face the oncoming threat. 


We got this! I called 


Yeah! Izuku added and I could feel his determination and courage flooding into me and 
mingling with my own and I felt stronger than I ever had before. 


Shigaraki wasn’t surprised to see us turn to face him, in fact he broke into a feral grin that I 
couldn’t help but to return. We had led him away from the other evacuating civilians. A few 
other heroes including Uraraka had called out to us as we left but I had been to busy with 
Izuku to respond. There was no doubt in my mind that with Shigaraki so out in the open, 
most likely flushed out by what ever operation was going on, it would only be matter of time 
before pros were on the scene to take over. All we had to do was keep him busy for a little 
while. The problem was, I primarily dealt in close combat, Izuku too, and getting close was a 
danger. 


“One For All” Shigaraki called as we drew closer. His eyes narrowed with amusement before 
he halted and instead black spear like structures erupted from him, bending at almost ninety- 
degree angles and coming right for us. A few blasts and I was zigzagging through the air to 
avoid most of them as they came, closing the distance between us. 


Kacchan, switch! Called Izuku and with a nod I stepped back, letting him take control. We 
had been practicing it in our own time, away from everyone’s eyes including All Might’s. 
Izuku had done it once before and after he had gotten the hang of controlling my body we 
had explored it further, not only him using my quirk but also using his own. I hadn’t managed 
to manifest his multiple quirks beyond a pathetic attempt at Black Whip so although he 
couldn’t use my own quirk as well as I could, he still had Float under his belt to keep him in 
the air and at level with Shigaraki as he let loose his own black tendrils. Black Whip wrapped 
around the black spears, tightening to bring them together and pulling back his arm to pull 
Shigaraki closer, using his remaining free fist to throw into the villain’s gut hard enough to 
force him back and away before he could retaliate with a swiping touch. 


Black Whip tightened enough to snap the black spears and they crumbled once broken away 
from Shigaraki’s body as he fell back towards the earth. Before he could collide with the 
ground, Izuku shot forward Black Whip again, wrapping around Shigaraki’s torso, managing 
to wrap his arms up, and pulled him in close again with enough force to bring their bodies 
colliding together when Izuku threw another All Might powered blow. I could feel our arm 
aching from the strength of the impact but it wasn’t broken at least. 


The battle raged on, Izuku pulling and pushing Shigaraki this way and that with mighty 
punches and kicks without ever letting him touch the ground but no matter how hard he hit 
the villain never seemed to weaken all the while twisting and dodging the black spears and 
other attacks thrown our way. Finally Izuku changed tactics and this time when he pulled 
Shigaraki in the villain managed to keep one arm free and held it outstretched to reach us, 
only this time Izuku raised an open palm of his own, releasing a large blast from our hand. 
The blast was enough to burn flesh. Izuku grit his teeth with irritation as the smoke faded and 
Shigaraki’s skin mended itself within seconds. 


I wondered why nothing seemed to be working, Izuku hissed, he can heal! | grit my teeth as I 
watched on, feeling helpless. I had heard through my ear piece that pros were on their way to 
assist, all we had to do was keep Shigaraki busy a little while longer and then we could back 
away. Izuku was already panting from the effort of balancing four different quirks and 
constantly barraging Shigaraki without being touched in return. It took a lot of mental effort 
for him and all I could offer other than the extra focus was channeling my own strength and 
determination into him while taking his exhaustion in return. My legs were shaking to the 
point where I had to kneel down on the hill and I panted for air so Izuku could focus. I took 
as much of it as I could to keep him in his best condition to get through this. One single touch 
would be the end for all of us. Me, him and One For All. 


“And I thought that green haired brat was a nuisance,” sneered Shigaraki as he avoided Black 
Whip and came towards us, “but you are far more annoying!” he reached out a hand to touch 
us as he closed the distance with speed. Now that I wasn’t driving our body I could get a 
better sense on Shigaraki. My interactions with him till now had been brief at best but his 
voice was one I would never forget, yet laced beneath his own voice was something more 
menacing and thicker, as though his voice wasn’t entirely his own anymore. 


Izuku let off blasts from his palms combined with Float to create some distance but through 
the smoke those same black spears shot through. Izuku avoided them the best he could, 
changing to use Black Whip again to wrap around one and swing away, now using our smoke 
as a cover but it wasn’t enough. One of the black spears burst through the smoke and slashed 
at our side. Izuku gasped at the pain and I quickly did what I could to take it onto myself, he 
couldn’t lose focus here, not now, not when the smoke still obscured our view, not when the 
pros were a minute away from our position. So I gritted my teeth till my jaw ached and took 
the pain. 


Izuku could sense Shigaraki beyond the smoke and through him I could feel him closing in. 
His wild white hair and chapped grin broke through the smoke, hand outstretched to touch us. 
Izuku let go of Float, letting gravity take over and make us drop but Shigaraki was right on 
top of us already. Izuku had only just avoided the hand coming for us and threw a kick up, 
colliding with Shigaraki’s middle with enough force to send him upwards as well as 
propelling us downwards. He activated Float again in time to slow us to a stop in midair but 
by then Shigaraki was already coming back our way from above. 


Izuku fired Black Whip upwards to capture him just as Shigaraki rained his black spears 
down upon us but they weren’t as chaotic and random as they were once before. As the 
spears closed in they jutted in different directions, fanning out around us. 


He's trapping us! | called as the black spears continued to spread downwards like cage bars 
around us, trapping us inside while Shigaraki came closer from above up. The only routes 
were to face Shigaraki head on or to fall back to the ground. Izuku turned his attention 
downwards, wanting to create distance but the black spears had turned back on themselves 
and were coming up from below, sharp ends glinting in the light. 


Shit! | hissed. We were well and truly trapped. We could use Izuku’s strength or my 
explosions to break through the black bars, we knew they could be broken but there was little 
space and time to react before Shigaraki was upon us, hand outstretched again, his face a wild 
smile of crazed triumph. 


Izuku! I cried out, tried to take back control but Izuku only froze, his face lifted to meet 
Shigaraki’s hand. There was no time to do anything else, no time for him to get out of the 
way as the hand made contact with our face. 


Everything snapped to a bright whiteness and then like a movie imaged flashed through my 
mind so fast that I could only retain a few. A house. A family. A sister and parents, 
grandparents too. A dog. Crying. Wanting to be a hero. An angry father. Pain. Feeling alone. 
The dog breaking. The ground splitting. People falling apart. Blood and dust. Anger. Fear. 
Alone. 


I had felt something like this before from Izuku when he had shared his memories with me, 
forced them upon me but this time it was more intense, an entire lifetime being crammed into 
my head and it hurt. 


I was blinded for a moment, my arm coming up to cover my face to protect against it. When I 
lowered it again, surprised to even still be existing in any form, I found the hill was gone, 
replaced with a vast white expanse that reminded me of my first encounter with Izuku after 
his death before I woke in the hospital, only this time Izuku was there with me, wearing his 
green hero costume as he stood away from me and his eyes were fixed on another figure. 


Shigaraki was here with us. 


“T get it now,” grinned the villain as he looked Izuku up and down, “I had heard you died. I 
only wished it had been by my own hand” he flexed a hand like a claw for emphasis, “you 
passed One For All onto him” the villain’s face turned to look at me. His voice was thicker in 
here, the deeper undertone more obvious and unsettling and he had a shadow while Izuku 
didn’t. The light was surrounding, there was no source, so where would a shadow come 
from? 


Izuku stepped forward in between me and Shigaraki. His shoulders were squared and I knew 
he was still read for a fight. 


“You won’t touch him” Izuku hissed in warning and took up a fighting stance. I tried to 
move, to step up and fight beside him but my legs wouldn’t move. When I glanced down they 
were gone. I tried to call out, but my mouth was gone too just like that time in the black 
smoke, in fact, that same black smoke started to roll in from the edges of the plane behind us 
and with it I could feel my body almost vibrate with power. The blackness thickened around 
me as other figures stepped out of it. 


Nana Shimura was the first to step out, she glanced my way before stepping past where I was 
stuck to stand beside Izuku, placing a hand on his shoulder. Shigaraki’s eyes grew wider as 
more figures stepped up, each of the previous users, including the wavering form of All 
Might himself, took up their place beside or behind Izuku, each placing a hand on him. The 
air was buzzing around me as they added their strength to Izuku’s and through him I could 
feel the heat pooling and swirling inside my gut. The energy was enough that if I could have 
moved I would have sprung into action. I felt ready to take on the world and I could only 
imagine how Izuku felt, receiving the power directly. 


Nana leaned to whisper into Izuku’s ear and through my connection with him it was as 
though she were whispering into mine. 


“Are you sure?” she asked him gently and I could feel Izuku’s determination swell inside. 
There was a touch of something else there but it was drowned out in comparison. 


The previous One For All users started to fade as they stepped back, disappearing back into 
the black smoke swirling behind us. Nana was the last to go. She turned her face to give me 
one final look, her lips turning up in an affectionate smile before she turned back to Izuku. 
She stepped back, moved her hand to Izuku’s back and gave him a gently push before she too 
stepped away into the smoke. 


“How very touching?” sneered Shigaraki, his eyes having narrowed into slits during the 
holders brief exchange. 


Izuku charged, running right at Shigaraki with a battle cry. I tried desperately to move, to do 
anything but I was helpless as Izuku collided with Shigaraki. Only, he didn’t throw a fist or a 
kick like I had expected him too. Shigaraki looked just as shocked when Izuku threw his 
arms around him in a tight embrace. 


“Tt’s alright” Izuku whispered to him, “you don’t have to fight anymore. You can choose your 
own path” I could feel Izuku trying to force his emotions onto the villain. I felt flashes of 
pain in my head as Shigaraki pushed back, more images paying across my mind. Being alone. 
Feeling helpless and ignored. A man offering his hand. That same man clutching at his soul. 


Shigaraki’s hands hovered over Izuku for a moment before they came down upon Izuku’s 
back, clutching at his green suit with desperation. 


”No you mustn’t!” came a deeper voice that made my skin turn to ice. I had heard that voice 
before, it was the voice of All For One coming from Shigaraki, “You must stay strong 
Tomura and destroy everything you hate” with those words Shigarak1’s grip tightened on 
Izuku’s back and sudden cracks appeared from his hands across Izuku’s hero suit. I felt the 
ice like sensation across Izuku’s back as though it was my own, but he didn’t falter. 


I wanted to scream. 


“You can do what you want. You don’t have to listen to anyone anymore” Izuku spoke like 
nothing was wrong. Izuku’s own emotions flashed through my mind while I was the 
bystander to their mind games. His sense of self-worth and pride. His will to become a hero. 


His desire to help others. His desire to help Shigaraki. The cracks stopped creeping across his 
back. 


In the blink of and eye everything changed. The smoke had disappeared, the hill had returned 
and before me Shigaraki and Izuku were both children, different clothes and all. Little Izuku 
still embraced Shigaraki while the little villain’s, his hair black and shorter with childhood, 
eyes grew wet. He gripped Izuku tighter as the child bawled his eyes out, fat tears rolling 
down his face and onto Izuku’s shoulder. 


“Tomura!” cried out the voice from All For One, but it was weaker than before and fading 
fast, being drowned out by the sobbing. 


Little Izuku pulled away, ignoring how fragments of his childhood shirt fluttered away as he 
straightened with a warm innocent smile. He held a hand out to Shigaraki. I wanted to call 
out to him to not touch the other boy but only a muffled noise came out. I wasn’t completely 
silenced like I had been before, my legs and mouth were slowly coming back. Only if they 
would hurry! I wanted nothing more than to tear the two apart. Child or not it was still 
Shigaraki and I wanted nothing more than to get him the hell away from Izuku before he did 
more harm. 


Child Shigaraki looked from Izuku’s face to his hand and back again, sniffling. He reached 
out tentatively and took it. It pained me to see that devastating hand wrap around Izuku’s. I 
felt the ice like sensation of cracks through skin but Izuku didn’t even flinch. Instead little 
Izuku broke into a beaming smile at the touch. 


“See, you’re not alone anymore” spoke Izuku’s squeaky child voice and child Shigaraki 
sniffled again, “we can play together anytime” he beamed and the other child’s eyes seemed 
to lighten as he gave a wobbly smile in return. He squeezed Izuku’s hand and I felt the brittle 
cold snap of skin cracking. 


“T don’t want to fight anymore” whispered back child Shigaraki and I didn’t think it was 
possible for little Izuku to smile and brighter, his green eyes closing as he did. 


“We don’t have to,” little Izuku nodded in return, “you don’t belong to All For One, you 
never did. You can do what you want” he flashed all teeth and the other child warmed, his 
smile coming with more certainty. 


Where there had been a dark shadow attached to the boy before, now only stood a normal 
shadow of a child on grass. 


If Izuku could feel how much torment I was in watching him hold and be touched by such 
devastating hands, he showed no sign of it. Hell, was he going to get a verbal beating after 
this! Finally little Izuku turned to look at me with a reassuring smile that looked too mature 
for such an innocent and childlike face. Child Shigaraki’s eyes followed Izuku’s to meet 
mine. I could feel Izuku pressing his reassurance and comfort my way and for a moment I 
didn’t have it in me to give the other child a death stare. Izuku nodded to me and I could feel 
my body again, my real body, on the outside world. It was still intact despite Shigarak1’s hand 
pressed to our face. Izuku gave me back control and we were falling. The entire encounter 
inside had been no longer than a second or two on the outside but it had already made such a 


difference. Shigaraki withdrew his hand from our face and the black spears shattered to 
pieces around us. 


We were safe. Izuku had changed everything with just his heart. 
No matter how used to him I became, he still surprised me. 


But I wasn’t going to take a risk. 


With both palms facing upwards to Shigaraki I let of a large blast, enough to knock him out 
when in such close proximity. I blasted behind myself to bring me closer to the now limp and 
falling body, grabbed the back of his clothes with one hand to secure him and blasted under 
us with the other to soften the landing. It was awkward and I twisted an ankle doing it but I 
got us down in one piece with Shigaraki and that was all there was left to do until the pros 
made it to secure him. 


Now back in control I felt the exhaustion flood my body and my legs gave way as I kneeled 
on the ground, panting and sweating and filled with relief. It was over. Finally. All For One 
was away in Tartarus, Shigaraki would be too soon enough, or perhaps they would keep them 
separate considering their connection. I didn’t care at the moment. All I cared was that we 
had survived the encounter and would see another day together. 


Chapter End Notes 


See, I didn't really spoil anything did I? Lol 

I am also not a super big fan of this chapter personally. It feels like the conflict was all 
kind of crushed together yet I couldn't bring myself to remove any elements to it in 
particular. 


Anyway, I reckon another two chapter left and we can end this on a nice number of 25 
chapters and then I will be free to explore other story ideas again YAY 


Chapter 24 


Chapter Notes 


Song: Already Gone by Sleeping At Last 


Please give this song a listen. It is beautiful. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The pros were arriving one after the other to secure Shigaraki before he woke. They bustled 
around us and spoke but I couldn’t absorb any of their words because inside me my world 
was falling apart. 


I was so filled with relief and a sense of triumph while I felt warmth coming from Izuku that 
I didn’t notice anything was off until I saw him, a teen again in his hero outfit, standing with 
his back to me on the hill. 


“Kacchan,” he spoke my name and I came closer, “promise you won’t be mad” I heard the 
lightness to his voice like he was holding back a weak chuckle. He knew I was approaching, 
my sense of triumph dying as he slowly turned to smile at me warmly but I couldn’t return 
the smile. I froze. He was sending me nothing other than relief and warmth and affection. 


I had been stupid. I had seen the cracks form, felt them even, at Shigaraki’s touch on his back 
and hand, though I didn’t feel any of it now. I had been so set with the idea that since Izuku 
didn’t have a physical body, that he couldn’t be harmed. Not permanently. Not like this. If 
anyone should be turned to dust it should be me. It was my face his hand had touched. 


Despite my shocked and horrified expression, Izuku turned fully to face me with a smile that 
lit up his eyes. 


“Tt had to be one of us” he said as though it were an apology. I stepped closer, slowly, scared. 
“No” I told him. 


“I’m sorry Kacchan,” he flashed white teeth as his smile grew. The crack on his cheek crept 
downwards along his neck. 
“You promised you wouldn’t be mad” 


“T didn’t promise you shit” I hissed but I could feel my throat growing thick as the cracks 
grew, covering him inch by inch. As I watched a chip fell away from his cheek and beneath it 
glowed a warm light. I didn’t feel any fear from him and the smile remained as I came closer 
still, my eyes frantically looking him up and down. Warm light was starting to seep through 
the cracks in his skin and clothes. He held out his hands to me to take and as | did the cracks 
there grew. I wanted to release them if only to save them from more damage. 


“Don’t” he spoke softly now that we were face to face again and so I held on lightly. 


“You’re an idiot” I growled through the thickness in my throat. His eyes only closed more as 
his smile grew and he huffed warmly through his nose. 


“Kacchan, this is-“ he began. 


“Don’t” I snapped back, “don’t say it” I added more gently. I cast my eyes down, not wanting 
to see that smile. He was falling apart and he had the audacity to smile. Looking at him made 
it harder. 


“This can’t be it you idiot” 


“Shigaraki still touched us,” Izuku explained softly, “you would have died if I didn’t take 
this” his voice cracked with his need for me to understand and accept. He squeezed my 
hands. 


“T love you Kacchan” 

“Don’t” 

“T want you to know” 

“Stop it” 

“You couldn’t have loved me better” 
“Shut up” 

“T loved every moment with you” 
“Stop” 


“Kacchan” 


His voice ached with the need for me to look at him so I lifted my head, my throat aching and 
my eyes wet as they met his. His green eyes sparkled with unshed tears but his soft warm 
smile never left his face as his deep emerald eyes searched mine. Behind that galaxy of green 
I could see how much he loved me, how much I meant to him and I only hoped that he knew 
that I felt the same about him too. 


“Why?” I croaked as my voice broke. 
“Because I’m already gone” he replied gently, “I couldn’t let you die” 


“What, so I’m supposed to just stand here and watch you die instead” I hissed back but even 
that broke. 


“Kacchan,” the corners of his eyes creased with softness, “I’m already dead Kacchan but you 
— youre alive. You have so much to live for still” I felt his hopes and affections seeping into 


me like the warmth of a warm drink on a cold winters day. 


I wanted to scream at him that he wasn’t dead, that he was alive inside of me, alive with me. 
He squeezed my hands again at the thought and a piece broke away from the back of his 
hand, the same warm light shining through. I gazed up at his face again. It was riddled with 
fine cracks stretching out like the bare branches of a tree in winter. Behind each and every 
line that same light shone. 


“Were you happy at least?” I asked and he blinked at me slowly. 
“Very” his smile grew, breaking away more from the empty space on his cheek. 
“Kacchan,” his tears were close to overflowing, “you made me so happy” he assured me. 


“T hope I made you happy too?” he added. I dropped my head back down to stare at our feet 
and bit at my lower lip as my tears fell. Warm and salty, leaving cold tracks in their wake 
across my skin. I barked a laugh before I lifted my head back to him. 


“Very” I replied and he chuckled. A fragment broke away from his arm, the skin around it 
crumbling till a large hole was left. The light shone through, yet not from that area in 
particular, it was shining from further in. 


“You won’t be alone Kacchan” he spoke warmly. The cracks growing and pieces falling from 
him with more frequency. My tears continued to trickle down my face. 


“You're a part of me, how am I not alone if I don’t have you?” I chocked out. 


“You were never alone to begin with” he smiled back to me, “you’ll never be alone” his eyes 
glimmered with assurance. 


“But I-I won’t have you” I despised how my voice cracked. For once he couldn’t offer a 
response and just continued to smile at me softly, his eyes saddened a moment before he 
wiped it away. 


It hurt. It ached inside that he had no words for that. I wanted to hear that he would always be 
with me still and it stung knowing that he wouldn’t even lie to me about it but I knew he 
would never promise me something like that when it could never be true. It broke me. I 
clenched my jaw to stifle a sob. The tears came heavier and faster and I chocked while trying 
to be silent. My hands trembled in his. More and more pieces were falling from him. He gave 
my hands a squeeze and half of his broke away, turning to dust. It felt like another knife was 
being driven into my skin with each piece he lost. 


“T want you to move on Kacchan” he asked of me softly. 
“Fuck off’ I spat through tears. 
“T know you'll find another” 


I couldn’t take it anymore. I didn’t want to hear him talk about me finding someone else 
when he meant the world to me. Fuck. How I wished I had loved him sooner. I wish I could 


have shown him all my love, shared it with him. Wished I could have spent more time with 
him without acting up like the idiot I had been. Everything I had shared with him to this 
moment just didn’t feel like enough. 


I leaned in, pressing my lips to his. I felt another piece break away and fade at the contact but 
the damage was done so I remained there. I needed him to know how much I loved him. I 
was never good with words but we needed this. He leaned into my lips. It was simple and 
clean and I felt his warmth seeping into my chest again, loosening some of the daggers in 
there. I pulled away, looked to his cracked and shining face. His green eyes shone with tears. 


“T love you” I whispered to him, our noses almost touching. 


“IT know” he told me affectionately, “kiss me again?” he asked and although I was too close to 
see it, I could hear the self-conscious smile behind his words. And I did just that. I cupped his 
face with one hand, feeling him lean into it, eyes closed, feeling more of his face flake away 
at the touch as I kissed him with more passion this time. Our lips moved against one another 
with meaning and I wanted to freeze that moment and never let it slip through my fingers. I 
could feel his tears against my face and kissed him through our sobs and hiccups. My other 
arm wrapped around what was left of his back, holding him to me as gently as I could. He 
was the first to pull his face away. 


When I opened my eyes again he was almost gone. So much of him missing that I could see 
it now, the warm light emanating from his chest like a small sun. 


“I’m sorry Kacchan,” he whispered, “I can’t” I knew he meant he couldn’t hold his form 
much longer. I could feel his energy growing fainter and weaker by the second and panic 
flared inside me. 


“Please don’t” I asked but I knew it was out of his control. He had already been trying his 
hardest to stay as long as he had, I knew that now as behind his affection, love, hope and 
warmth I could feel the lapping water of his exhaustion. 


“We were always meant to say goodbye Kacchan” he smiled softly and warmly. 
“Don’t got” I begged. 


His mouth flaked away but I could still see his loving smile through his eyes but they were 
fading too, every last part of him growing smaller and smaller by the second like blossom 
petals being carried away with the breeze. My arm wrapped around him was coming in closer 
to my own body as there was less and less of him to hold. My hand had no more cheek to 
touch but I kept it where it was. 


“Stay” I sobbed. He was fading right before me. 


“Please!” I cried but he was gone, only the warm orb that had been within him remained, 
floating at chest level. I brought my arm closer, bringing to orb to my chest and feeling it’s 
warmth. Izuku’s warmth. It was starting to fade already, it’s light growing weaker. Its was 
fading in my hands, shrinking, becoming transparent but I clung to it with both hands, 
pressing it to me with everything I had but it wasn’t enough. I closed my eyes tightly, tears 


still tracking paths down my skin. I felt it fade to nothingness until my own hands pressed to 
my chest, nothing left between them and I was truly alone. 


Only a few seconds had passed on the outside. The heroes were hovering around me, 
someone was shaking my shoulder and asking if I was alright but I was still and silent, 
staring up at the clouds high above as tears dripped from my face. One voice cut through the 
rest, calling my name from a distance. I lowered my face to gaze emptily across the 
wasteland the battle had made around us. Uraraka was there, running our way. No. My way. 
It hurt to think about. 


Even from a distance and under the grime of hero work I could see her wide brown eyes were 
filled with concern and I felt a stab in my chest. How could I even begin to tell her that he 
was gone. That Izuku was gone and never coming back this time. 


I fell forward on my forearms and screamed into he earth. I screamed and cried out and 
ignored the questions and concerns around me. Nothing anyone could say or do would ever 
make this pain go away. 


I heard the crush of knees on grit and gravel and felt a warm body lean over me, arms draping 
over me. Uraraka. I knew her by scent and touch at this point. She was saying soft reassuring 
words that never truly reached my ears beyond my own cries. I felt her tears against the back 
of my neck. I felt her warmth and her hands rubbing against my back. In any other 
circumstance I would have pushed her away. I would have bottled up my tears and emotions 
for when I was alone. I would have snapped at anyone who even thought to ask me if I was 
okay. But I didn’t have it in me to push her away or tell the others to fuck off. I felt so raw 
and surging with pain that screaming was the only thing I could think of to deal with it. I 
didn’t even have it in me to blast something. 


I had lost the most important person to me for the second time and I knew there wasn’t going 
to be a third chance waiting for me in my dreams and nothing hurt more than knowing that. 


Chapter End Notes 


Question: If physical contact made pieces of Izuku crumble, then how 1s it that they 
could kiss like that? 


Answer: Izuku was using the last of his physical strength to maintain his form long 
enough to spend those last moments with Katsuki. When kissing he chose to channel 
most of the strength to his lips to maintain their form so he could enjoy that last 
moment. As a result, the rest of his body faded faster. 


Oh and PSYCHE we are adding another chapter so there will be a total of 26! 


Chapter 25 


Chapter Notes 


Song: Wrecked - Imagine Dragons 


Last chapter was a short one so to make up for that I know present you a longer one! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


There was no funeral this time. 
There were no final words to offer. 
There was nothing to bury. 

There was just nothing. 


I felt empty. It felt like I would never be whole again. My head felt baren without Izuku’s 
constant presence and I felt cold from the inside out without his warmth and company. 


I didn’t remember falling asleep after that fight with Shigaraki. I had heard that I had been on 
the ground screaming after the fight but my wounds weren’t the sort that could be seen or 
fixed. I vaguely remembered Uraraka being there but not much else. I had woken in my own 
room, on my own bed with no memory of how I had gotten there. They told me that I had 
been inconsolable until I had passed out. They had taken me to the hospital to be checked 
over, given the all clear and then left in my room back at school. 


It had been the weekend but I didn’t leave my room, not even to shower. I washed myself 
down with the basin in my room, changed into comfortable clothes, locked the door and laid 
back on the bed. All weekend all I did was ignore the knocking on my door, turned my phone 
off and slept but my sleep was fitful and lonely. No longer did I have someone to shield me 
from my own nightmarish thoughts during the night, no one to pull me out of the darkness of 
my own mind. | didn’t have anyone to step in and turn a nightmare into something better. No 
longer did I have a hero with me. 


When I wasn’t having nightmares, my mind was filled with only him. The way he smiled, the 
way he walked, the sound of his voice, the way his shoulders shook when he laughed. 
Everything hurt. Every memory of him left me aching deep inside, too deep down to claw 
through my skin to reach. I missed him. I missed the way his green eyes shone when he 
looked at me, how one look could convey so much. 


And I wished I had done more. I had no one to blame but myself and that left me roaring into 
my pillow in an attempt to muffle my angry sobs. 


If I had done more, if I had jumped back in, if I had acted differently, I could have saved him. 
Because I’m already gone. 

His voice echoed in my head. 

You won t be alone Kacchan. 


“But I am alone you fucker” I hissed to myself, my cheeks wet and scorch marks being left in 
my beaten pillow, “I’ll always be alone without you” my words came less angry, more broken 
than before. My forehead dipped into the pillow, the fabric quickly soaking up my tears. 


I wanted nothing more than to be left alone in my misery, yet I couldn’t even have that. 
Sunday evening the banging on my door continued despite my angry hollering to leave me 
the fuck alone. Kirishima burst through the door, breaking it into pieces as he barged in with 
his quirk. More extras cowered behind him as I turned on him with a snarl and palms ignited. 
He blocked my blast with hardened arms raised to defend himself and he was silent until the 
smoke cleared. 


“Dude,” he began, his voice was strained with concern that only made me grit my teeth 
further, “you haven’t left your room all weekend. Have you even eaten?” he asked with 
concern, lowering his arms but keeping his hardening up. 


“Or showered?” asked Dunce Face from the door. I turned my glare on him but Kirishima 
stepped to the side to block my view of the idiot as he ducked out of sight again. 


“You've got us worried bro. I don’t know what happened in that fight and you don’t have to 
talk about it but at least don’t shut yourself away. We’re friends. We’re here for you” 
Kirishima spoke sincerely and I could feel some of my rage falling away. 


You were never alone to begin with. 


“Shut up!” I snapped but it wasn’t to Kirishima. I closed my eyes tight and clutched at my 
head, stepping back. Kirishima came forward a step. I felt his hands, softening, on my 
shoulders. 


“Bro” he said simply as he pulled me into an embrace. I raised my arms to push him away 
but my energy was sapped from me and my efforts were weak. He let me go anyway. I raised 
my eyes, embarrassingly damp, to him and he shot me a soft toothy smile that only made me 
think of Izuku. I dropped my gaze again. 


“Whatever’s going on. We’re here for you bro” he smiled reassuringly and patted at my 
shoulder, “you’re not alone” 


With a hand on my shoulder he gently ushered me out of the room and past the extras 
clustered around my doorframe. Dunce face, Tape Arms, Racoon Eyes and Uraraka were 
there, all wide eyes and concerned looks. Uraraka was the odd one out. Her eyes carried a 
concern deeper than any other. 


Kirishima made me sit and eat a reheated meal. He waved everyone else away who dared to 
approach but always stayed close. He left briefly when Ponytail walked by to ask her to make 
me a new door which she agreed too and he gently asked me if I felt up for a shower but I 
didn’t want to be babied. 


Despite the want to stay in my dark room and mourn my loss, stepping outside for a moment 
had brought some of myself back to me. I wasn’t about to be so weak in front of the others. 


“Shut up. I can take care of myself” I spat at him as I rose. I took the bowl from the meal and 
ignored Kirishima’s stunned look while I washed, dried and put it away before turning to 
leave. 


“And thanks” I spoke more quietly over my shoulder. I turned away with my hands stuffed in 
my pockets without looking back. If Izuku were still here, he would have been able to tell me 
if Kirishima had smiled at that or not. 


I showered and brushed my teeth and let myself fall back into bed, closing my new door 
behind me. Someone had stayed to remove the splintered one thankfully and I let exhaustion 
drag me into sleep. 


Luckily for me my body was so used to my usual morning routine that I woke even without 
my alarm, having forgotten to turn my phone back on. When I did I found that I had slept in 
half an hour past my usual alarm and that my phone was flooded with texts and missed calls 
from the class. Those closest to me made sense, Uraraka too, all showing their concern but 
even Four Eyes, Ponytail, Earphones and Icy Hot had messaged. I didn’t bother reading any 
of them. I didn’t get up to do my usual morning routine. Instead I rolled back over, set 
another alarm and slept. 


When I woke again I only had time to change and eat before marching to class with the rest. 
But I felt like a zombie. The entire day I felt numb inside. None of the words spoken around 
me were absorbed, nothing held my interest, my appetite was poor and I lacked my usual 
motivation to kick ass. 


It went on all week. I was just running on some kind of auto pilot, going through each day 
one step at a time thoughtlessly. People approached me but their voices were just background 
noise. The notes on the classroom board were gibberish that I couldn’t copy. Everything felt 
meaningless and hollow. I felt like a shell of myself, hollowed out without Izuku with me to 
keep pushing me forward. I wondered if this is how everyone had felt the first time Izuku had 
died back on that shit show of a mission. Numb, exhausted, lost. I hated it all yet I couldn’t 
escape it. It felt like a weigh pressing against me that made it hard to breath. 


Fuck! If he could see me now what would he even think of me. Would be pissed at how 
pathetic I was being or would he feel for me and just be there to comfort me. What I wouldn’t 
give to feel his warm embrace around my shoulders and his kind voice telling me I’d be 
alright. Just the thought was enough to make my throat threaten to choke up and my eyes 
sting. 


I was lying on my bed, staring up at the ceiling rather than doing my homework when there 
was a soft tap on my door. I closed my eyes with a sigh. Kirishima had been checking in on 


me almost every night and as much as I knew he was just trying to be a good friend; he was 
getting on my nerves. 


“What?” I called grumpily. The door opened slightly and Kirishima stepped in. I heard the 
door close slightly behind him and lightly step deeper into the room only to stop midway and 
remain silent. I sat up with an irritated groan, opening my eyes only to pause with a frown 
when I saw it wasn’t Kirishima but Uraraka looking out of her depth in my room. She stood 
there looking a little nervous for someone who had been in here plenty of times with Izuku. 
Crap. I didn’t want to think about him again. I hadn’t shed tears for days out of stubbornness 
and I wasn’t about to again. 


“What the hell do you want?” I asked her flatly and relaxed my hands in my lap as I sat on 
the edge of the bed. 


“T didn’t want to ask because I didn’t want to upset you but I wanted to know what happened 
to Izuku,” she spoke quietly but firmly. I could tell she was worried about me blowing up at 
her and as it was I was gritting my teeth. 


“T don’t know what happened during that fight but-“ she paused, “he’s gone isn’t he?” she 
asked, her voice coming even quieter, “he hasn’t been here all week and well, I couldn’t think 
of anything else that could make you like this if it wasn’t about him” she added. Already her 
voice was growing thick with emotion. 


“Yeah” I sighed heavily, “he’s gone” I told her flatly, my eyes glued to the floor, my hands 
clasped together tightly enough for the whites of my knuckles to show. 


“How?” she asked softly. 
“What does it matter?” I pushed back but my words lacked heat. 
“T want to know what happened” she pushed a little in return. 


“Shigaraki happened!” I snapped, shooting to my feet and glaring at her with teeth bared, “He 
killed him, there’s nothing more to it!” to her credit, she didn’t flinch but her eyes were 
shining with unshed tears. 


“Why didn’t you tell me?” she asked, her voice cracking, “I was right there” 


“You already knew” I threw back at her, turning my shoulder her way. I remembered how she 
had rushed to my side after that fight, how she had held me and tried to comfort me. She 
knew in that moment what had happened. Not having Izuku around had only confirmed it for 
her. 


“You should have told me” she shot back. Tears were starting to run down her round cheeks 
but her gaze was firm. 


“You’re right. I’m sorry. Izuku’s dead. There, you can go now” I spat back with irritation. 
When she didn’t move to leave I turned my glare on her again. 


“Leave” I told her. 


“No” she spoke back firmly. 


“Get out!” I snapped, throwing a hand in the direction of the door but she only stared back at 
me with hard, concerned eyes. 


“Why?” I asked. I lowered my hand, felt the fight leaving me within seconds as she looked 
right through me. 


“Because you’re not alright. Let me help” 


“Fuck off’ I spat back, “why the hell do you even care? Izuku’s gone. You can leave me the 
fuck alone now” 


“I’m not leaving” she spoke with force. 
“Why?” I hissed 


“Because I care!” she raised her voice and her tears began to spill over again. I only glared 
back. 


“Despite what you may think of me Bakugo, I care. All that time I spent with Izuku, I spent 
with you too. So yes, I care. I cared about Izuku and I care about you too” her eyebrows 
furrowed as she spoke the words, trying with everything she had to force me to accept it. I 
turned my glare away to face the wall. 


“Let me help you. Let me be here for you,” she went on, almost pleadingly, “I don’t want you 
to go through this alone. I knew your secret too. I was a part of this. So we can get through 
this together” I looked to her again out of the corner of my eye. Despite her tears she spoke 
clearly and offered a warm smile my way, arms opening up wide to invite me into her 
embrace. Instead I stepped back to sit on the edge of the bed again, resting my elbows on my 
knees and pressing my face into my palms. 


“How the fuck can you help?” I asked but the bite was gone from my words. 


“T don’t know” she admitted softly, “but we can get through this together. I know you two 
were close, closer than I ever could be, but I’m hurting too” her words were soft and kind. 
Sincere. I heard her step closer and I scoffed back at her through the thickness growing in my 
throat. 


“We can at least talk about it,” she offered as I felt my bed dip as she sat on the edge beside 
me, not close enough to touch, “or we don’t have to talk at all” 


“T-“ | tried but chocked. 


“Whatever you need. I want to help” her own voice was thick with emotion but through it I 
could still hear the hint of a warm smile and I dared to lift my head to look her way. And 
there it was. A warm, gentle smile that lighted up even her eyes and it made me think of him, 
the amount of times he had looked at me just like that with reassurance. It broke me. 


My face crumbled upon seeing it and thinking of him. I dropped my gaze because I hated the 
thought of crying in front of anyone, even someone who had seen me so intimately before. 


“Everything reminds me of him and it comes in waves” I managed through my tightening 
throat. I felt Uraraka come closer till her hip pressed against my side. Felt her warmth beside 
me. 


“My mind is a place that I can’t escape his ghost. Every little thing reminds me of him. And — 
and I’m a wreck” I sputtered, everything surging up my throat, threating to suffocate me if I 
didn’t let it spill out. I felt her arm wrap around my shoulders but I didn’t push her away. I 
hadn’t noticed my shoulders shaking till I felt them trembled against her touch. 


“Ts this how it felt for everyone the first time?” I asked, turning my head to look at her 
desperately with red-green eyes, “how did anyone cope?” 


I want you to move on Kacchan. 
“Tell me, how am I supposed to move on?” I chocked, lowering my head again. 


“Tt’s not about moving on,” she replied with a gentle voice, “it’s not about forgetting either. 
Some things only time can make better but being with friends will help. You’re not alone” 


You won t be alone Kacchan. 


I shut my eyes tightly. I could still see his warm smile as he crumbled piece by piece before 
me. 


“Tt hurts but sometimes talking about the good things can help too” Uraraka added. I said 
nothing in response. 


After a while she had nothing more to say other than some basic kind words. I remained 
silent throughout and after a while she got up, gave my shoulder a squeeze and left, 
promising to be there for me if needed with a smile. I’m sure she was devastated herself but 
in that moment I didn’t have it in me to care enough to speak up. The moment the door 
closed behind her, I felt alone again and my tears started to fall. 


Days passed and although she kept her distance I could see Uraraka looking my way, offering 
me small warm smiles if ever our eyes crossed. I did my best to ignore her despite the heat 
that crept up the back of my neck and made my ears feel hot. Despite her words that night, 
Izuku was the only thing that had tied us together and that was gone now. I saw no reason for 
her to waste her time with me. And I’m sure Dunce Face and the others were itching to ask if 
my off mood was because of her, assuming we had broken up despite never actually dating in 
the first place. It was only thanks to Kirishima throwing them pointed looks or nudging them 
with his elbow that they kept their mouths shut. 


Weeks passed and my eyes stayed dry. It wasn’t that the emptiness inside me had lessened at 
all, only that it had grown to become my new norm. | could focus a little more in class and 
actually start to get my grades back up which was thankful after Mr. Aizawa had pulled me 
aside for a talk that I wasn’t fond of. My motivation for hero work hadn’t returned but I 


pushed myself to do better, to beat everyone else still if only by a hairline. I didn’t want 
anyone looking to me with worried expressions or pitying eyes anymore, so as long as I acted 
like I was back on my game, they would think it too. 


I ignored All Might until the tall man had practically ambushed me after class, waiting 
outside the classroom door for me. He had both noticed and heard my failings in class that 
were only now starting to improve. He asked. I ignored. Until he asked how Izuku was going 
because he hadn’t seen me for training since that fight. I had halted down the hallway, waited 
for the last few stragglers in front to disappear around a corner before I replied. My pause had 
already made the man tense. 


“He’s gone” was all I said before I set off again. He didn’t follow me. 


Two months passed before Uraraka came knocking at my door again. It wasn’t her first 
attempt at approaching me but it was the first time she had come to my door again. Her 
previous attempts had been when walking through the halls or between classes. She had even 
tried to entice me into a sparring match again but I had only stared at her for a moment before 
turning away. This time she didn’t wait for me to reply before she let herself in. Upon seeing 
her I groaned and rolled my eyes. 


“Can’t you just leave me the fuck alone” I groaned at her from my desk chair, “I don’t want 
to be all buddy-buddy with you okay” she looked a little hurt at that judging from how the 
comers of her eyes tightened but she let it go as she stood in the center of the room. 


“T’ve thought of something we can do” she offered instead, forcing a small smile as she tried 
to cover up her hurt. 


“What?” I barked. Not because I wanted to know but because she thought I was interested in 
doing anything with her. 


“For Izuku” she explained, “kind of like a little funeral of our own” 


“I’m not interested in going to some fake funeral with you” I shot back, turning my seat back 
to face my desk and narrowing my eyes at the homework in front of me. 


“Tt’s not fake and well I guess it’s not really a funeral, I just didn’t know what else to call it. 
Um, a goodbye of sorts maybe” she tried. 


“Same thing” I told her without looking up. 


“T thought it would help,” she pushed lightly, “I thought of it a while ago actually but I 
thought you’d want some space for a while” 


“Yeah?” I huffed back, “well I sti// want space” I threw a sarcastic look her way, “so if you 
don’t mind” I waved at the door for her to leave. She hesitated. 


“Well, ’'m going to do it anyway,” she told me more firmly, “If you change you’re mind meet 
me downstairs tomorrow morning at nine,” I turned back to my homework as a way of letting 
her know I wasn’t listening anymore, “bring a letter for him and anything special to do with 


him like photos or small items” with her words finally said she turned to leave, closing the 
door softly behind her. I heard Kirishima’s booming voice greeting her outside and groaned 
down at my papers. Her being seen leaving my room was only going to make the idiots want 
to pester me more and I doubted Kirishima could hold the reins on them much longer. 
Although they all thought the reason for my breakdown had something to do with Shigaraki, 
my lack of time spent around Uraraka made everyone believe that we had broken up and this 
would only make them speculate more. I hoped it was only Kirishima who saw her and no 
one else or I was bound to be blasting someone’s face if they dared ask. 


But after she left I couldn’t focus on my homework anymore, pushing it aside with frustration 
after staring at it for twenty minutes without getting a single thing done. My eyes drifted up 
to the shelf above my desk and my eyes laid upon that round pebble Izuku had given me all 
those years ago from the river. 


With another long groan I let my forehead drop to my desk. 


The next morning was a Saturday and I trudged down the stairs with my hands shoved in my 
pockets against the chill to find Uraraka waiting in the foyer with her shoes already on and a 
backpack over her shoulders. When she heard me coming she turned to face me, her face 
lighting up. 


“You came” she beamed and I only grunted in response as I shuffled past her to slip on my 
own shoes. 


“Now what?” I asked with a frown. She was still smiling warmly, her eyes looking a little wet 
until she blinked it away. 


“Well actually, I was hoping you would decide,” she admitted with a little embarrassed flush, 
“you knew him best” 
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Once she had told me what her idea was we made a pit stop at my family’s home. It wasn’t 
too much of a detour though seeing as we would have had to get off at the next station 
anyway so Uraraka didn’t mind as she followed me through my childhood streets and 
through my front door. She followed my lead as I shucked off my shoes. My mum was the 
first to investigate the door opening and her eyes opened wide when she saw me, though the 
real reason she looked so surprised was because I wasn’t alone. 


“Katsuki,” she greeted in a friendlier tone that usual, “I didn’t know we were expecting you 
and a friend” usually she would have grumbled at me for not letting her know I was coming 
home in advance but in front of a guest she was putting on her best behavior. I chose not to 
point that out to save from suffering an earful later. 


“Hello, I’m Ochaco Uraraka. I’m from the same class” Uraraka smiled back and offered a 
hand. My mum took it and commented on how polite she was. 


“It’s lovely to meet you. It’s not often Katsuki brings anyone to visit” she spoke with a smile, 
“were you kids interested in staying for lunch?” 


“I’m just here to get something” I told her flatly as I walked past her to reach my room. 
Uraraka didn’t follow which I was grateful for but I could still hear them behind me as I 
ventured down the hall. 


“Oh, you have plans do you, a date is it?” I could hear my mum asking and I could picture 
her grin. She would never let me forget this moment and I groaned internally as I reached my 
room and ducked inside. 


“Oh no,” I heard Uraraka’s voice echoing down the hall, dismissing my mum’s thoughts with 
a smile to her voice. Whatever explanation she chose to give, I didn’t hear as I closed the 
door behind me. I scoured my room quickly, finding the item I was looking for tucked away 
in a draw of odds and ends in the back of my wardrobe. When I left, Uraraka and my mum 
hadn’t left the entryway and I slipped my shoes back on to leave, Uraraka slipping hers back 
on too. 


“You sure you don’t want to stay for lunch?” she asked with a hint of disappointment. 


“We've got stuff to do” I huffed back before heading for the door, “I'll call ahead next time” I 
told her over my shoulder before we left and that was enough to put a small smile back on 
her face and let us go. 


“Tzuku grew up near you didn’t he?” Uraraka spoke up after we had turned left from my 
place and headed on up the street. I kept my hands stuffed in my pockets while the mid- 
morning sun lifted most of the chill from the air. 


“Yeah” I grunted back. She hurried a few steps to walk beside me and when I looked to her 
out of the corner of my eyes she was looking my way with wide curious eyes and a grin. I 
sighed out loud and withdrew my hands from my pockets. 


“That’s the park we used to meet and play at when we were little brats” I told her as I pointed 
to the park we were coming up on. She looked at the dull play equipment with a sense of 
wonder and a blush to her cheeks that only made me roll my eyes and frown. 


“Our kindergarten was down that way” I pointed down the street as we passed and she turned 
her head to follow my finger like she could see the pre school from there. You couldn’t of 
course. The street winded this way and that before you reached it. 


“Ts that where you first met?” she asked, turning back to me with a warm expression, “or did 
your parents already know each other?” I let my hand drop back down and turned my 
attention forward but I answered her question anyway. 


“Nah, we met there. He was a hard core All Might fan boy even back then and well,” a hint 
of a smile touched my lips at the memory, “I guess I was a bit of a nerd too because I thought 
that was cool” I saw her smile at me warmly enough to light her eyes enough to make my 
chest ache. 


“By that light pole, I kicked his butt in a game of bounces,” I added, pointing at the place in 
question, “he never could beat me at that” my hint if a smile turned into a small smirk. 


“Bounces?” she asked with a raised eyebrow. 


“You know that game where you have the keep the ball off the ground with your feet for as 
long as you can” I explained. She let out a bark of a laugh that was shocking enough for me 
to turn my head to face her. Her face was flushed with her laughter and I felt heat creep up 
my face. 


“You called it bounces?” she asked before laughing some more. I turned to face ahead again. 
“Yeah, so what” I spat back but it wasn’t hostile at all. 


Uraraka followed me all the way to our next pit stop, auntie Inko’s place. I knocked on the 
door only for auntie to break into a wide smile upon seeing us at the door. She ushered us in 
and offered us tea warmly. 


“It’s so nice to see you again Katsuki dear” she spoke warmly and I swear if I weren’t taller 
than her she would have come in to pinch my cheek, “and you must be a classmate,” she 
smiled as she turned her attention towards Uraraka, “I remember seeing you at the funeral” 
Uraraka nodded her head and introduced herself properly. 


“T was good friends with Izuku” she told her with a smile which only seemed to make 
auntie’s chest swell. 


‘What do I owe the visit?” she asked us both. 


“T came to grab something from Izuku’s room if that’s alright?” I asked, throwing a thumb 
behind me in the direction of his room. Auntie blinked to me, most likely confused at my use 
of Izuku’s actual name before giving me a nod of approval. 


“IT know my dear Izuku wouldn’t mind. Go ahead” she told me with a sincere smile and I 
nodded my head to her in thanks before turning away. 


Auntie’s apartment wasn’t as big as my families house so whatever words the two of them 
spoke while I ventured away I couldn’t hear as the sound didn’t echo so much. I let myself 
into Izuku’s room which had grown a little stale again from being closed up. Out of habit I 
headed for the window to open it and let a breeze in. The day was set to be a warm and sunny 
one now that the day was in full swing so there was no worry of rain. I fought the urge to 


shake out the bed covers and run a quick clothe over the surfaces. If I started a cleaning job, 
Uraraka would be stuck chatting away to auntie all day, not that that was a bad thing, auntie 
was lovely, its just that if they were talking about Izuku then tears wouldn’t be far behind. 


I went for Izuku’s desk draws, reaching down through his pile of hero analysis notebooks to 
reach the first one. I opened it to his first entry, his crayon drawing of me that had inspired 
my hero costume of today. I went to tear the page out then stopped. I just found I didn’t have 
it in me to do that so instead I took the whole notebook with me. I paused before making it to 
the door, turning to the wardrobe and extracting Izuku’s red belt from inside. I did it up 
around me hips and closed the door gently behind me. 


“Auntie,” I called when I rounded the corner connecting the small hallway to the dining area, 
“T opened a window in there. Remember to close it before you-“ I froze. She turned to face 
me where she stood before Uraraka, with a wobbly smile and tears in her eyes. 


“Oh Katsuki” she wailed as she crashed into me in an embrace. She pressed the air out of me 
with a wheeze and I dropped the notebook from the surprise, ““Uraraka told me what you two 
are doing and it’s just so sweet” she smiled through her tears. I awkwardly raised a hand to 
pat at her back while she clung to me, my eyes looked over he head to Uraraka who smiled 
back sheepishly. 


“Oh, here,” auntie spoke up with a sniffle as she released me. I bent to pick the worn 
notebook up. Auntie was back in front of me a moment later, holding a picture frame out to 
me. I took it from her and gazed at it. It was the photo from her wall of Izuku and I standing 
together side by side ankle deep in the stream. 


“Uraraka told me what you two are doing today and I think it’s just so sweet. So please, take 
this and you can add it to your collection” she smiled at me so sincerely that I couldn’t deny 
her so with a long breath I nodded my head ever so slightly in agreement. Her teary smile 
widened at the gesture before she turned on us and ushered us both back towards the door. 


“Now off you two go now, wouldn’t want you both to waste such a nice day inside here with 
me, oh,” she stopped her hurrying and turned back to the kitchen, her arms moving frantically 
before returning to us by the front door where we were slipping our shoes back on, “take this 
too, for the road” she said, handing a bundle into Uraraka’s arms and practically pushed us 
both out of the door before she could thank her. 


“You two have fun now,” she told us from the door, “I know Izuku would enjoy it more if 
you are both having a fun too” she waved us goodbye before softly clicking the door closed 
behind her. Uraraka gave me a wobbly smile before shrugging off her backpack and putting 
the bundle auntie had handed her inside. Without a word she held a hand out to me from 
where she knelt. I just blinked at her. 


“The book and frame,” she pushed, making a give it here motion with her hand. I handed 
them to her and she tucked them inside the backpack along with everything else before 
zipping it back up and standing up again to sling over her shoulder, before she could I 
reached behind her to grab it from her. 


“Huh?” she said with surprise as I plucked it from her grasp without warning. 


“It’s heavy isn’t it” I explained, shrugging one of the straps in place over my shoulder. 
“Weight doesn’t bother me” she complained as I started to walk. 


“Shut up” I shot back flatly but it wasn’t intended to be mean or harsh. She shut her mouth 
with what I thought was a smile out of the corner of my eye but I didn’t dare turn my head to 
see for sure for risk of my chest flaring up again. 


Once we were back on street level I turned left again to lead the way further. 
“Aren’t we done?” spoke up Uraraka from behind, “shouldn’t we head back to the station?” 


“We can walk it from Izuku’s” I told her and she picked up her pace till she was beside me 
again, I glanced at her and she looked to me quizzically. Her hair had gotten longer, when had 
that happened? 


“If we keep going this way we can get there the back way. That’s the way Izuku and I used to 
go as kids” I told her. 


“Alright then,” she smiled ahead to herself, “it’s such a nice day, I don’t mind the walk” 


She asked little more as we went, slowly leaving the suburbs behind us. I pointed out 
memorable areas here and there from my childhood with Izuku, good memories only. I didn’t 
want to think about the bad ones anymore. Izuku had worked hard with me to rewrite those in 
our dreams so I had a whole set of alternative memories to look back upon if I wanted too 
and as we walked, I kept some of those not so nice ones to myself. I thought back on those 
rewritten dreams and they made me feel lighter inside. It felt like a gift left from Izuku. Never 
again would I have to walk through our old neighborhood or past our middle school gates and 
be weighed down by the bad I had done in the past. I smiled to myself and if Uraraka noticed, 
she didn’t ask. 


Finally we turned off the path and ducked into a tree line. The trees had grown since my last 
visit almost a decade ago but certain landmarks remained and it was as though I still knew 
the track by heart. Around a great elm tree, its roots large enough to hide under, past the 
mossy stones that I was now taller than and across a fallen log that covered the span of a 
ditch. Despite having grown so much bigger than the last time I had crossed it I couldn’t 
resist putting the second strap over my other shoulder and hopping up on the end of it to walk 
across even though the ditch was shallow enough to walk through and short enough to leap 
across. Uraraka followed onto the log and with a smile she followed me across, giggling at 
the silliness of it but I couldn’t help but smile a little. 


In my childhood, Izuku and I would race each other along this same path to reach our 
destination or we would be more stealthy as we tried to hunt bugs. Sometimes we would 
linger on this very log playing heroes and pretending the little dip beneath us was a lethal fall. 
We had visited here again since in those shared dreams, running like small brats again 
through the woods, laughing like maniacs. It made me feel warm inside along with a small 
pang of sadness again. 


Finally we exited the tree line to face the final obstacle on that trail. The fallen log that 
crossed the stream. Opposite it was the grassy hill that had grown to become a daily sight to 
me. My eyes gazed across the expanse of open grass opposite the stream, seeing the blades 
move like small waves in the breeze and lined by trees further back. The sun was shining but 
the odd cloud here and there cast moving shadows across the sea of green. 


“This is 1t?” asked Uraraka from beside me. I had been so engrossed in the sight of the real 
thing that I hadn’t noticed her step up beside me. Izuku had once told her about this place, 
being the place that connected he and | together in my mind. It was a constant background to 
our life together and now it held so much more meaning than just a place we played as kids. 


“This is it” I confirmed with a deep breath and went to step down the steep bank. 


“That way looks more fun” she pointed out with a grin and I followed her finger to the fallen 
log that crossed the expanse of water to the other side. As much as I loved that log from our 
childhood. It had been slippery as children and I imagined it would only be worse now. 


“Tzuku’s mum said he would like it if we had fun” she added as she smiled to me, “I agree” 
her smile widened. 


“Sure” I huffed back almost playfully and stepped back up. I placed a hand on her head as I 
passed her to take the lead and stepped up onto the log experimentally. It felt solid under my 
foot but the bark was covered with patches of moss. I stepped up fully, took another step 
forward and then looked back to Uraraka. She stepped up, focusing on where she was putting 
her feet. We worked our way across the log cautiously. If we dropped it wouldn’t be far, not 
enough to hurt and the stream was shallow here. The worst would be a sore ankle and wet 
clothes. As we crossed the midway point I looked back over to check on her and she was 
smiling contagiously. I gave a small smile back before turning my attention forward again. 
We were almost at the end when I heard a yelp from behind. I turned in time to see her arms 
shoot out for balance in an attempt to save herself from slipping. Without thinking I reached 
for her, grabbed her outstretched hand and pulled her forward past me and threw her clear to 
the other side. The motion threw me off balance and with wide eyes my back foot slipped but 
her hand reached forward to touch me. I didn’t fall. Instead I was left weightless over the side 
of the log. Uraraka reached the shallower bank and reached for me, taking her hand she 
pulled me to dry land before releasing her quirk and I landed neatly on my feet. 


“Are you alr-“ I tried to ask her but she burst out laughing which left me just blinking at her. 
“See, that was fun” she calmed and smiled at me. 


“Yeah, sure” I huffed back and looked away, “next time, I’m just getting my feet wet” I told 
her flatly as I turned away, ignoring that ache in my chest again as | started up the grassy hill. 
She followed till we stood at its’s height looking down at the stream below. The breeze 
ruffled through my hair in a way that was real and more refreshing than it ever had been in 
our special place inside my mind. Without Izuku I couldn’t reach our hill again in my mind 
like I could before. That special scape that he been his home while he was with me had 
vanished alongside him and had only added to the loneliness and emptiness that had plagued 
me after I had lost him. 


“So now what?” I asked Uraraka with a sideways glance. She smiled at me and reached for 
the bag so I shrugged it off to hand it to her. She knelt on the grass as she unzipped it and 
began to pull out our assortment of items along with a metal tin box. 


A time capsule was her idea. She wanted me to pick a place that meant something to Izuku 
for us to bury letters and trinkets that meant something to both us and him. She made a point 
of explaining that this wasn’t some expressive way of us burying our memories of him but a 
type of safekeeping that we could visit again someday. She mentioned us hopefully visiting 
together when we did but she didn’t look up at me when she said the words. It wasn’t a shitty 
idea; I’d give her that but it was an odd one. 


“Did you bring anything else you wanted to add?” she asked and I looked down at her again 
and her assortment of items. Alongside the metal box she had brought a hand shovel and 
some items of her own, including an All Might mini figure keychain that I recalled being 
from our classes first kris kringle Christmas. I had seen Izuku with it before the event but I 
hadn’t known Uraraka had been the one to receive it. Even though our random gifts hadn’t 
been labeled with who they were from and given at random, it was obvious it was from 
Izuku. She had a few other pieces with her and I shifted to sit on the grass before them. As 
inquisitive as I was, I didn’t ask what the crumpled looking folded paper was or the 
apparently random All Might colored hair scrunchie. I figured they were all things from the 
nerd. She pulled out the picture frame auntie had handed me and the book I had picked up 
from her place and placed them alongside the others. 


I reached into my pockets and pulled out the other few things I had brought. A written letter 
she had suggested I write to Izuku, the pebble he had gifted me as kids from this very stream, 
the enamel pin he had wanted me to take as a gift for Christmas, still inside its little box and 
an All Might keychain I had brought from my home. The keychain was still wrapped in 
plastic just as it had been the day I bought it. I had come across it by chance in a store my 
mum had dragged me too when I was little and had begged her to buy it for me to give to 
Izuku for his next birthday even though it wasn’t till the next year. My mum had given in and 
gotten it for me but things fell apart between Izuku and I before his next birthday had ever 
rolled around. I was the only one to blame for our friendship falling apart though. Despite the 
new memories we had made together to replace the old ones and his forgiveness, knowing 
that I was the reason for our falling out would always stay with me and I would always regret 
it. 


“You don’t expect us to read this shit out do you?” I asked with narrowed eyes as I placed the 
folded letter down with the rest of the items. Uraraka shook her head in response with a hum. 


“Nope,” she smiled warmly, “maybe when we come back in ten years of something we can 
read them then” she opened the lid of the metal tin box and started to gently arrange her items 
inside. I watched her as she took her time doing it, placing each item with love and care and a 
warm smile never leaving her face, though her eyes looked saddened. When she was done, 
she slid the box closer to me and gestured for me to do the same. One at a time I picked up 
each small item and placed it inside as carefully as she had. 


I rubbed a thumb over the keychain through the plastic, feeling the smoothness of the 
cartoonish All Might’s smile though the plastic. 


I ran a hand along the worn down cover of Izuku’s first hero notebook before arranging it 
gently beneath the other items. 


I rolled the egg shaped pebble in my hand, my thumb caressing the engravings etched into it 
before I put it inside. 


I held the folded letter for a moment, memorizing the words I had written last night before 
placing it in. 


I undid the red belt from around my hips and coiled it inside. Uraraka had raised an eyebrow 
at it during the walk here but hadn’t questioned it. 


The ring box containing the enamel pin and the picture frame I held in my hands and stared at 
for a long time before placing them back down on the grass beside me. Uraraka tilted her 
head at me like a confused puppy. 


“T’m keeping those” I told her quietly and her lips spread into a smile again and she nodded. 
If I had known what her idea was before we left I wouldn’t have brought the pin with me. 
Izuku had given it to me as a gift. I wasn’t about to trap it away in a box where the light 
would never see it. The picture was an unexpected extra but I didn’t really have any photos of 
us together as kids, or at all for that matter. The few that were around mum held onto with an 
iron grip and although they existed, I didn’t dare ask to take one. 


“All done then?” Uraraka asked opposite me. I nodded to her without lifting my eyes from 
the box as she covered them all with the lid and pressed it down firmly. 


“Tf you will” she pushed the box my way again with a grin. 
“Huh?” 


“Use your quirk to melt the lid on, like welding,” she explained, “that way no moisture will 
get in. It will be safer” I took the box from her. Precision work like that wasn’t exactly my 
thing but I also didn’t doubt I couldn’t do it, just that it wouldn’t be a pretty job. I felt my 
brows furrow while I bent over the box, melting it closed inch by inch with immense 
concentration. Whatever Uraraka was doing while I was busy with that I didn’t know. When I 
looked up again several minutes later, messy job completed, she was gone and I had to gaze 
around to find her down by the stream. I left the box, bag and other items where they were 
seeing as no one else was in sight and strolled down the hill after her. 


“Next we have to choose a place to bury it. Somewhere we can find again years down the 
track” she told me without looking up. Her eyes were set on watching the stream pass by 
calmly. 


“Well by the stream is a shitty idea,” I grunted back, “if it rains it will flood the bank. Sealed 
or not, that may damage it” she turned to face me with a thoughtful expression. 


“Then where?” I lifted my gaze to look around. The hill itself was bare aside from grass. A 
good place to dig but an easy place to lose. Closer to the stream was marked with larger rocks 
but if the water rose the box could get damaged. Trees lined the opposite side of the stream 


but crossing back over just didn’t feel right. We had come to this spot because it had meant 
something to Izuku, the hill had meant something to him, enough to create a whole world 
around it in my mind. He practically lived on it while with me. I trudged back up the hill 
while Uraraka stayed down by the bank with her shovel in hand. At the crest of the hill I 
gazed around but there was nothing. Trees framed the space but they were nothing special 
either. Finally my eyes fell upon the only other significant marker around. The fallen log. I let 
the momentum of the downhill speed up my pace till I reached where it touched this side of 
the stream and Uraraka met me there. 


“Here?” she questioned. I gazed around just to be sure. The end of the tree, its tangle of 
branches long gone, sat above the bank and in my memory I didn’t recall the stream ever 
breaking its banks after heavy rain, but just to be sure I pressed the back of my heels against 
the end of the log, took one long stride and then planted my feet together. 


“Here” I confirmed. The fallen tree was enough of a marker and the extra stride was just an 
extra precaution thrown in. Uraraka had no complaints and set about digging while I returned 
to collect the box. I shoved the remaining items I chose to keep in the bag and took them all 
over to where Uraraka kneeled on the grass. I left them there and hoped down to the bank 
again to choose a large flat rock to act as a secondary marker, just in case. When I returned 
she had only just removed the top layer. 


“Here” I told her and held out my hand. She got the message and handed over the shovel and 
stepped back while I dug at the earth till it was over a foot deep. She careful laid the box 
down in it as level as possible and then knelt back on the other side of the hole to me. 


“Did you want to say anything?” she offered. 
“T thought you said this wasn’t a funeral” I scoffed back. 


“Tt’s not, but you can still say something before we bury it” she replied and I grumbled to 
myself how that seemed just like a funeral. 


“There’s nothing for me to say that he didn’t already know” I threw back instead and sat back 
on my rear and putting the shovel down beside me. She simply nodded at my response before 
she closed her eyes, steeled herself and said a few words of her own. 


“T don’t know where you are now Izuku but I hope its peaceful and somewhere where you 
can see us with a smile” I tuned out her words, as meaningful as they were, Uraraka never did 
learn the truth of how and why Izuku ended up with me to begin with. I didn’t know where 
Izuku was either or if there was anything even left of him. He had only been with me because 
of One For All and he had separated himself from the quirk to be with me. I wouldn’t change 
it but if he hadn’t done that than I imagined he would still be alive somewhere inside One For 
All at least, out of my reach. But then again, if he hadn’t been with me, then I would have 
died at Shigaraki’s hand instead and then where would that have left him? The quirk 
containing him and all the other predecessors would have died with me. | let out a long breath 
while Uraraka’s words faded into the background. 


We were always meant to say goodbye Kacchan. 


I closed my eyes and lowered my head at how right he had been and it hurt. I took another 
long shaky breath, trying to control the pain growing in my chest. 


“Bakugo?” her voice snapped me out of it and I lifted my head and blinked at her. She looked 
at me with an unspoken question but then smiled at me warmly. 


“Shall we?” she pushed gently, indicating to the box in the ground and following her lead we 
both pushed handfuls of dirt on top of it until the hole was filled. I placed the flat rock, about 
dinner plate size, on top to mark the spot and then dusted my hands. Uraraka turned to her 
bag and withdrew the bundle auntie had handed her. She unwrapped it to reveal a sandwich 
cut in two inside. It wasn’t much and was most likely her own lunch that she had handed us 
but I smiled softly as Uraraka handed me half and turned to sit facing the water to eat. 


“She’s so sweet” Uraraka commented between bites from beside me, “‘and it’s so cute how 
you call her auntie” she added with a giggle. 


“What!” I snapped at her, forgetting my last bites worth, “I was practically raised by her 
beside Izuku and vise versa!” I yelled in my defense, “she’s practically a second mum. It 
would be weird not to call her auntie!” I had risen to my feet, crushing the piece of sandwich 
I had left in my hand in my race to explain myself. Uraraka only laughed at me more and rose 
to stand beside me. | glared at her but she simply plucked the crushed bread from my hand 
and replaced it with her remaining piece. 


“T was just saying it was cute” she shrugged with an amused smile, “didn’t have to get all 
angry about it” she threw my piece away for birds to have and then turned back to me. 


“Are you not going to eat that?” she asked, pointing to the not crushed piece she had placed 
in my hand. She looked up at me then down at the bread again before reaching for it. With 
lighting speed I shoved it in my mouth before she could take it and chewed it with a fierce 
glare. She only laughed at me more before scooping up her bag and heading back down 
towards the bank. I grumbled to myself as I followed, feeling my face warm at the outburst. 


We took off out shoes and socks to cross through the stream. I rolled up my pants as high as I 
could and watched as Uraraka stepped unknowingly into the deeper section in the middle of 
the stream, dropping to her mid thighs in the cold water with a squeal. I laughed and she 
turned back at me with a pout. 


“You knew that was there!” she accused. 


“T don’t know what you’re talking about” I smirked back and blasted myself out of the water 
and across to the opposing bank with a pleased grin back her way. She floated herself across 
the rest of the way and playfully punched my in the upper arm. 


“Ow” I hadn’t expected her to have such force behind it. 


“Serves you right” she said with a humph and floated herself up the steep bank to walk on. 
She didn’t wait for me as she went on and I was glad she didn’t catch me clutching at the 
irritatingly familiar ache in my chest that had been flaring up more and more often. 


When I caught up to her, she was waiting for me just beyond the tree line. She huffed at me 
for being too slow and grabbed my hand to drag me along. I didn’t pull away or yell at her 
and she held onto my hand the rest of the way. 


Chapter End Notes 


Chapter 26 will be the last chapter! 


Next chapter is primarily an epilogue which, I don't know why, but I always hate 
writing. Epilogues always feel forced and rushed to me to tie up loose ends but I am 
hoping this one comes more naturally. I have already begun writing it's first draft the 
moment I finished the first draft of this chapter but now I'm thinking of rearranging the 
entire last chapter to hopefully give that smooth satisfying finish. 


Anyway, keep an eye out for it as it will be dropping within the next 7 days! 


Chapter 26 


Chapter Notes 


Song: Turning Out - AJR 
The final chapter of this story had arrived! 


I had mentioned this chapter to be an epilogue and how much I hate writing those 
because they feel forced and rushed and sloppy - when I attempt them anyway - so 
HERE! I hope this one comes a lot smoother as I tried to not think about it too much and 
fuss over details, leaving it fairly open. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Everything was there one moment and then gone the next. I opened my eyes to nothing but 
darkness. 


I called out but my voice echoed to no one. 

I turned around but there was no end to the darkness. 

Panic started to grip me. Was this what death was? 

No. I couldn’t think of that. I had so much to still do. Too much to get back too. 


I more felt the warmth of its presence before I noticed the soft light emanating from behind 
and I spun around to face it. A small glowing orb, like a miniature sun small enough to fit in 
both my hands, floated before me. I instinctually reached out for it but it drifted just out of 
reach. I could feel the warmth from it but also something more, like a playfulness and want 
for me to follow it or perhaps I was just projecting onto it being the only object around me. I 
stepped after it and if drifted further away, always just keeping out of reach until I was 
following it blindly. 


I stopped and the orb stopped too, drifting back towards me as if to try to coax me on. But I 
couldn’t keep going. I wondered if this is what people meant when they talked of following a 
light at the end of a tunnel. It didn’t feel like a tunnel. It was an enormous expanse of space 
painted black. No edges, no turns, no end. But despite the orbs warmth and encouragement, I 
couldn’t bear to take another step. 


Izuku. 
Yosjino. 


Taijo. 


Ochaco. 
I couldn’t leave them behind. My wife. My three children. 


I could picture my own mother lecturing me for leaving before her. I could imagine auntie’s 
tears. 


A sharp pain flared in my chest and I gripped at it, my nails digging into the material of my 
hero costume in a pathetic attempt to stop the ache in my chest. I couldn’t. I couldn’t leave 
them behind. They needed me, all of them. My eyes stung with the threat of tears and I grit 
my teeth hard enough to feel the ache in my jaw to hold on. To not give into my panic and 
fears. 


The glowing orb, its light so warm and pleasant like the sun’s touch on a perfect day, came 
towards me, close enough to touch now but I didn’t reach for it as it touched my chest before 
sinking into it and passing through me. | felt it enter me on my front and exit from between 
my shoulder blades, taking the ache with it. 


“Kacchan” my breath caught in my throat at the familiar voice and I spun around to face it 
behind me. As my eyes laid on him standing two meters from me, the world shifted around 
me with sickening speed. The moment my eyes met his, the blackness was pulled away from 
behind me towards Izuku’s back, stripped away with blinding speed, leaving us standing in 
nothing but pure white. No edges, no turns, no end. My jaw slackened and I felt the wetness 
returning to my eyes. 


He looked just how I remembered despite the years that had passed. 


Messy green hair, bright green eyes that carried enough emotion to fill a novel, the scattering 
of freckles that covered his nose and cheeks, his warm, caring smile all while wearing his 
green hero costume. Metal mask down around his neck, white gloves that went up his arms, 
the same red belt I had gifted him an eternity ago and those same damn red shoes. He was 
still a teenager the same age and height he had been the last time I had seen him. 


He was beautiful. 


Tears overflowed and made their way down my cheeks as he smiled to me warmly, those 
eyes shining with the love he felt for me. 


“You grew up so much” he spoke just above a whisper but in the baren scape it was 
deafening. I chocked on a sob as his words stung me. He should have never lost the chance to 
grow up too. He should have gotten just as big and tall as I was. It was hard to tell without 
standing right before him but I now stood at least five inches above him. I knew his words 
hadn’t meant to have that affect on me. He had meant it as a compliment. I knew that from 
the way he smiled at me so warmly. Just like the sun. 


I took a step closer to him, hesitant. I had lost him. Twice. And now here he stood before me 
but it crossed my mind that this was just my life fucking with me. Somewhere out there my 
life was ending and Izuku was the trick to make me cross that line. 


Nothing more than the light for me to follow at the end of the tunnel. 


His eyes closed slightly with hurt but his smile never left his lips. I had forgotten that he 
could read my thoughts like that. I instantly felt a stab of guilt for even thinking it but if that 
was the case, I couldn’t follow him no matter how much I wanted to feel him again. 


“T’m sorry Kacchan,” he spoke quietly, his green eyes still on my red-green ones, “but there’s 
no going back” the change in his eyes was so subtle that if I hadn’t been with him so closely I 
never would have noticed it, shifting from hurt to sympathy. He opened his eyes wider again 
as they began to glisten with his own unshed tears. 


“T can’t” I croaked from my tight throat, feeling scratchy with emotion. I couldn’t finish what 
I meant to say. That I couldn’t go. I couldn’t follow him. 


“You did so well Kacchan” he praised me as he took a step closer to me this time and he felt 
a little taller. 


“You saved them” he told me but I couldn’t even recall what had happened to lead me hear. I 
was wearing my hero costume so I must have been working right? I glanced down but my 
costume was gone. Replaced with dark jeans and a black tee. I glanced back up, my eyes still 
wet to see he had stepped closer again and the white around us had faded a little. It was no 
longer blinding. It was becoming transparent. 


“What is this?” I asked. I still hadn’t moved closer to him and he stayed where he was. I 
wasn’t sure if this was something to do with One For All or if this was the actual afterlife or 
some shit. 


“You did it” he told me, not answering my question, “You were the best hero” his smile grew 
enough to show teeth but I thought of my family. I was overjoyed to see Izuku again after 
thinking he was gone forever but what I was leaving behind hurt. I looked down to my shoes. 


“They are beautiful,” Izuku told me, snapping my attention back to him, “‘you are such a 
good dad. They will be alright though” he assured me and I could feel he meant it, “you did 
well. Uraraka is strong, you’re kids are strong. They will be okay” his eyes were glistening 
with barely held back tears and I knew he felt my pain at leaving them so suddenly. I was so 
torn. So happy to see him again but so pained that I was leaving my family behind 


Our first son we named Izuku because he was the one who had brought Ochaco and I 
together after all and someone we both cared about deeply still. Izuku had wide green eyes 
and messy blonde hair, a light scattering of freckles across his nose and developed a 
combination of Ochaco’s and my quirk. He could create explosions with his hands like me 
but when he wanted to he could send them off like bubbles that when popped, burst with an 
explosion. He was hero obsessed just like his name sake, was bubbly and would talk my ear 
off the moment I came in from work till the moment he was laid down to sleep. 


Three years later our daughter was born, Yoshino. She looked like Ochaco with straight 
brunette hair, squishy cheeks and brown eyes. She was set to be a beauty and I would get in 
trouble for setting up Izuku to be ready to defend her from any and every boy who looked her 
way. Izuku was all too pleased with the idea of being his sister’s hero. Yoshino floated like 


her mother and was somehow more troublesome to keep an eye on than Izuku ever was, 
floating away whenever we took our eyes off her when outside. She was a sweet girl, 
stubborn and quiet but could pull a real mean face when she wanted too. 


Our third child was another boy we named Taijo who came only a year after Yoshino. He had 
lime green hair and red eyes. He was smart and quiet and usually kept his head down low and 
his nose stuck in a book. His quirk is what had really thrown us off when he coughed up fire 
during a cold when he was four. Fire or all things. It wasn’t until I thought back that I realized 
the connection and it made me laugh at the irony of it all. I had to explain it to Ochaco that 
Izuku’s dad had a fire breathing quirk that he himself had never manifested and it had 
skipped a generation to end up with Taijo. Ochaco had smiled and shaken her head while I 
could have pictured Izuku’s reaction perfectly. He would have fallen to his knees in good 
humor and cried about the cruelty of it all. 


My chest both swelled with warmth and bloomed with pain when I thought of my three little 
brats that had come out the perfect mix of Ochaco, myself and Izuku. When the previous 
holders of One For All had warned Izuku against staying with me, I had thought my hair 
getting softer and gaining a green tinge and his green bleeding into the bottom of my red iris’ 
had been what they had meant. But of course, my body had changed to take on physical traits 
of Izuku’s. I had never thought of it at the time till our first child had been born that it meant 
that Izuku and I had mixed on a genetic level too. It was a surprise and I had been blessed 
that of all people I had been with that it was Ochaco or there would have been complicated 
questions to answer. 


I hadn’t realized I had closed my eyes until I heard the unmistakable giggle of children and 
opened them again to face Izuku who patiently smiled back to me. The whiteness around us 
had continued to fade, revealing that old hill we had shared so many moments on. Movement 
caught my eye and I turned my face to see three children, my children, running down the hill, 
squealing with delight as they chased one another across the grass. Their forms were opaque 
and I remembered this memory. Ochaco and I had come back to visit the place that we linked 
back to Izuku. We had come back ten years later together to dig up that time capsule. It had 
become a family event. Both my parents, Ochaco’s and auntie Inko had joined us on that hill 
that day along with Kirishima and Ashido with their own two kids, one boy a year younger 
than our oldest and a shy daughter two years younger. 


That day we had unearthed that same time capsule we had buried back in high school. 
Kirishima had pried it open and while we read the letters we had written before returning 
them to the box, we had given little trinkets we associated with Izuku to each of our children 
before everyone who attended buried their own treasure inside. 


The red belt I gave to Izuku who wanted to be a hero when he grew older. I told him that the 
belt belonged to a real hero who we knew and promised I would tell him all about that hero 
someday. 


The All Might keyring went to Taijo who had kept it attached to his school bag ever since. He 
wasn’t an open fanboy like either Izuku was when it came to heroes but he took it with quiet 
awe regardless. 


Ochaco gifted Yoshino with the All Might colored hair scrunchie and she sat meekly while 
Ochaco had done her hair up in a ponytail with it. 


Not everything had to do with Izuku though. 


Our parents buried letters to each other and photos that were precious to them. Our children 
picked rocks from the stream to put inside and Kirishima and Ashido deposited their own 
special items before we resealed it and buried it back in the same place beneath the flat rock. 
Kirishima had beamed, announcing that we would all return in ten years’ time to dig it back 
up again. The sad truth was not all of us would be back. Our parents would age, accidents 
would happen and hero work could be dangerous but no one voiced that back then. I never 
thought I would be the first to not be able to come back to that hill with everyone again. 


Behind me the children squealed as they splashed at each other in the shallow stream but my 
eyes were on Izuku, the only solid thing before me. His gaze lifted to the top of the hill with 
affection in his eyes and a proud smile. I followed his green gaze to look to Ochaco sitting on 
the hill, her form opaque just like the kids were. She wore a wide summer hat and a pale 
flowy dress that rippled in the breeze. Her eyes were on our children down below, watching 
them with a peaceful and warm smile. 


“She grew up too” Izuku commented quietly before turning his face to look to me again, I 
looked back to him. 


“They really are so beautiful” he smiled to me and for a change, my tears forgotten, I 
laughed. Izuku’s smile only grew with me. 


“They’re half yours too idiot” I smiled to him and dared to step closer. 


I noticed it this time. As I came closer to him our heights smoothly became closer and I 
rubbed a hand across my chin feeling the lack of stubble there and glided fingers across my 
collar bone and felt the lack of a scar. The closer I got to Izuku, the clearer the world around 
us became and the more similar in age to him I grew until I was a teenager again myself. 


The same age I was when I had received One For All from him. 
The same age when we had come together. 


It made sense in a sad way. He couldn’t grow older to match my age so I had to come down 
to his level but the longer I stood before him, the peaceful scene playing on around us, the 
more okay with it all I was beginning to feel. It wasn’t so frightening anymore. 


“T thought I’d lost you for good” I remarked with a soft smile down to him. Teens or not, I 
was still taller. He lifted his chin to look up to me with a grin. 


“T was always with you Kacchan,” his eyes shimmered with happiness, “I just couldn’t reach 
you anymore” his eyelids closed a little as his eyes were touched with sadness again, “I’m 
sorry it hurt Kacchan. I wish I could have stayed right beside you. I-“ 


“Tt’s fine nerd” I threw a hand atop his head, forcing him to lower it while I tussled his hair, 
only making it messier. 


It had hurt like hell to be without him, but he had been right all along. I wasn’t alone. I had 
never been alone. I had friends to support me and Ochaco to love me. I closed my eyes with a 
long huff through my nose and a smile touching my lips before bringing my hand back to me 
and lifting my head to gaze around me. 


My kids had grown since this memory. Izuku had graduated U.A and had gotten a sidekick 
gig at Todoroki’s agency. He had wanted to work at the same one I did but I had been against 
it. I wanted to push him to be a better hero by studying under one of the best, though I was 
still better, all the while stepping out of my shadow. 


Yoshino was in high school and at the point in her life where she was finally starting to pin 
down what it was she wanted to do and pick a college to attend. She seemed to be aiming to 
follow in her grandmother’s footsteps to become a fashion designer and my mum had taken 
her under her wing. 


Taijo started high school this year and was still undecided on what he wanted to do but we 
never pushed him to make a hasty decision either. He had always been the quietest of the 
three but the smartest too. Ochaco would always remind me that when he did finally decide 
what he wanted to do, that he would excel at it no matter what it was, and I didn’t doubt it for 
a moment. 


“They will be alright Kacchan” Izuku spoke up confidently and I turned back to look to him, 
“Tt will hurt for a bit but the pain never lasts, does it?” his smile was sincere. 


“No,” I replied, my gaze dropping down between us, “it doesn’t” 


Izuku lifted a hand between us in offering and I stared down at it, my brows creasing with 
emotion again. I lifted my gaze to look over to my wife and children again, enjoying the 
peace of that day before everyone else had arrived to join us on the hill. They all looked so 
happy and whole. Izuku was right. Losing me would hurt but the pain wouldn’t last. Like 
everything else, it fades, and they would have each other and more to help them. Izuku had 
already said that I couldn’t go back, so forward was the only option left. I looked back to 
Izuku’s hand, still waiting for me. 


“What happens now?” I asked him, lifting my eyes to look to his face again. His smile 
widened and he tilted his head like a puppy. 


“Now we get to do whatever we want” Izuku replied, and his eyes closed as his smile 
widened. 


I took his hand and the hill around us began to fade along with my family, but I kept my eyes 
fixed on Izuku’s reassuring ones. He opened his mouth to whisper something, something so 
quiet that I could only just make out the words. 


“They will always be with you” his words hit me in the chest hard, but I lifted the corners of 
my lips back in a small smile. I knew he was right. He was always right, and I would never 


doubt him. 


The scape around us darkened but the hill was still with us. The sun had faded leaving us 
basking in the moonlight and surrounded by the light sounds of the stream bubbling over a 
bed of pebbles. We were joined by eight other orbs, all floating level with each other, 
encircling us and glowing with the warmth of the sun. As I turned my head to gaze at them, 
my hand still in Izuku’s, they began to take form until I recognised them, each and every one 
of the past holders of One For All including All Might who smiled to the pair of us warmly. I 
felt a pang in my chest upon seeing the man, youthful and in his prime after he had passed 
years ago. To the right of him stood Nana who smiled to us warmly and nodded her head in 
our direction. I recognised several more from the notebook All Might had put together for 
Izuku back in high school and several others who I had never as much as seen a photo or 
heard a description of before but all smiled to use warmly and bobbed their heads in greeting. 


Izuku gave my hand a squeeze and | turned my face back his way. He smiled to me with such 
affection that I couldn’t help but to pull him into me and wrap my arms around him, lowering 
my head to bury in the crook of his neck. Izuku was quick to return the embrace and I heard 
him hum happily against my shoulder. 


“I’m sorry Kacchan,” he whispered to me, “I wish it hadn’t ended this way, but I’ll be here 
for you, forever. I'll never have to leave you again” his voice sounded thick with emotion, 
and I hugged him tighter. 


I finally had my answer. This was One For All and I wondered if Izuku had been greeted by 
the previous holders in the same way when he had first joined them like this. I had entrusted 
the quirk to someone else two years before and thanks to that now I was to live on inside the 
quirk like the rest. I guessed that was lucky, otherwise it would have ended with me, and I 
never would have had this chance to see Izuku again. 


Izuku pulled away to look up at me with so much love and affection and trust in his eyes that 
it made me heart squeeze. I had missed him so much. 


I had lost so much too, or more so, I was now lost to them but at least I wasn’t alone, and I 
returned Izuku’s loving gaze with my own. And I guessed this was my life now or what 
remained of my existence. To live on within One For All with Izuku at my side but like Izuku 
had told me all those years ago, once I was here and accepted it, I no longer felt sad. I no 
longer felt scared. I only remembered the good times and they kept a smile on my face and 
my chest warm. 


Chapter End Notes 


THANK YOU SO MUCH TO ALL MY READERS <3 I very much appreciate how 
patient you have all been with me and how much you have enjoyed this piece to read it 
this far. It got a bit messy there for a bit but we made it through! 


For those who are curious about Bakugo's new existence inside OFA, he and Izuku can 
spend their time together inside the scape of the quirk. They can visit that same hill and 
be beside each other and even be physical with each other in private. This is not normal 
though and only possible because they were combined together in Bakugo's conscious 
prior. So as sad as it is for Bakugo to have passed during hero work, he can live on 
happily with his first love by his side. 


Also, when Izuku died from Katsuki's conscious and the sun like orb that represented his 
soul went, it didn't disintegrate like Izuku's body did, but rather faded out of existence. 
That was Izuku's soul leaving Bakugo's conscious. Despite Izuku having separated 
himself from OFA, part of his soul never left it and therefore he never truly left Bakugo 
and instead could observe his family growing and feel Bakugo's emotions through the 
quirk but sadly could never reach out to Bakugo. And Bakugo being Bakugo, he was 
never close to OFA to begin with emotionally like Izuku was so therefore he didn't 
dream of it like Izuku did and without the threat of AFO on the loose thanks to taking 
down Shigaraki when they did, the other holders didn't have to reveal themselves to help 
defeat AFO. 


ALSO also, because I couldn't find a decent place to slot it into the chapter but I think 
it's a cute little titbit.... Bakugo insisted that Inko stay close to his life and he did his bets 
to act like a second son to her by inviting her to family dinners and getting her involved 
in planning the wedding and having her babysit his kids and insisting that they call her 
their grandma too. Inko, being as polite as she is, was against it at first but Bakugo 
wouldn't allow it so as far as his kids are aware, they grew up with 3 grandmas which of 
course made Inko cry happy tears. After all, once Bakugo realised that he and Uraraka's 
kids carry some of Izuku's gene as well, there was no way they couldn't involve Inko 
into every family activity and event they had. Biologically, they were her true 
grandchildren just as much as they were Bakugo and Uraraka's parents were. 


So there you have it! 


Now I can turn my focus on creating new chapters for my other incomplete works 
starting with Blood is Thicker Than Water and then I'm Afraid to Hold You. I have an 
overwhelming abundance of other MHA fics in the works that fill my head on a daily 
basis until I write them down so keep an eye out for those. You can read synopsis and 
see which ones I have started work on through my AO3 profile and by extension (the 
link at the bottom of my profile) on my FanFiction profile (because I could not fit them 
all on AO3's profile!) 


I also hope for those who listened to the songs for selected chapters that you enjoyed the 
music and hopefully made you feel close to what I felt while writing those chapters <3 I 
often listen to music while typing and J attach a lot of songs to particular scenes. I 
actually have playlists in order for majority of my fics.....1 am not tech savy at all but if I 
ever figure out how to make my fic playlists public I will let the world know! 


End Notes 


I actually found it really hard to remember to write out the characters using Bakugo's 
nicknames for them and it started to feel so much more repetitive than using their actual 
names which was annoying, but SIGH, I got through it, I think.... I tried to make it that 
Kirishima was the only one who Bakugo addressed by his actual name in his head 
sometimes, usually when things were a bit more on the serious side, but what a mental work 
out lol. 


Thanks for reading and I hope you enjoyed. I usually write out my fics to completion before 
sectioning up to post, but this time I thought I would opt for a chapter at a time to see how it 
goes and hopefully to spur me on to complete it all sooner. I have plans on where I want to 
story to go, but filling in the voids to reach those points without it feeling rushed is honestly 
where I struggle the most. Fingers crossed :D 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


